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LETTER       I. 

Mifs  JennyW— D— R,toLadyELiz.IVr— D— ss 
at  Caftle,  North. 

A  View  from  the  Parades  at  Bath,   with  fome 
account  of  the  Dramatis  PERsoNiE. 

^Weet  are  yon'  hills  that  crown  this  fertile  vale  I 
Ye  genial  fprings  I  Pierian  waters,  hail  ! 

Hail  woods  and  lawns  !  Yes  —  oft  I'll  tread 

Yon'  pine-clad  mountain's  fide. 
Oft  trace  the  gay  enamei'd  mead. 

Where  Avon  rolls  his   pride. 

B  Sure 


(  ■>■  ) 

Sure,  next  to  fair   Castalia's  Streams, 

And  PiNDUs'   flow'ry  path, 
Apollo   moft  the   fprlngs   efleems 

And  verdant  meads   of  Bath, 

The  Mufes   haunt  thefe  hallow'd  groves. 

And  here  their  vigils  keep. 
Here  teach  fond    fwains   their  haplefs   loves 

In  gentle  ftrains  to  wecp# 

From    vi^ater  fprung,  like  flow'rs   from   ^^^^ 

What  troops  of  bards  appear  ! 
The  god    of  verfe,  and    phyfic   too, 

Infpires  them  twice   a  year. 


Take 


(     3    ) 

Take  then,  my  friend,  the  fprightly  rhyme. 

While  you  inglorious  wafte  your  prime. 

At  home  in  cruel  durance  pent. 

On  dull  domeftic  cares  intent. 

Forbid,  by  parent's  harfh  decree, 

To  (hare  the  joys  of  BatJ?  with  me. 

Ill-judging  parent  !  blind  to  merit. 

Thus  to  confine  a  nymph  of  fpirit  \ 

With  all  thy  talents  doom'd  to  fade 

And  wither  in  th'  unconfcious  fhade  ! 

I  vow,  my  dear,  it  moves  my  fpleen, 

Such  frequent  ihftances  Tve  feen 

Of  fathers,  cruel  and  unkind. 

To  all  paternal  duty  blind. 


B 


What 


(     4     ) 

What  wretches  do  we  meet  v/ith  often, 

Whofe  hearts  no  tendcrnefs  can  foften  ! 

Sure  all  good  authors  fhould  expofe 

Such  parents,  both  in  verfe  and  profc, 

And  nymphs  infpire  with  refolutlon 

Ne'er  to  fubmit  to  perfecution. 

This  wholefome  fatire  much  enhances 

The  merit  of  our  befl  romances, 

And  modern  plays,  that  I  could  mention. 

With  judgment  fraught,  and  rare  invention, 

Are  written  with  the  fame  intention. 

But,  thank  my  ftars  !  that  worthy  pair 

Who  undertook  a  guardian's  care. 

My  fpirit  never  have  confin'd  ; 

(An  inflance  of  their  gcn'rous  mind) 


1 


(    5    ) 

For  Lady  B — N — R — d,  my  aunt, 

Herfelf  propos'd  this  charming  jaunt. 

All  from  redundancy  of  care 

For  Sim,  her  fav'rite  fon  and  heir  ; 

To  him  the  joyous  hours  I  owe 

That  Bath's  enchanting  fcenes  beflow  ; 

Thanks  to  her  book  of  choice  receipts, 

That  pamper'd  him  with  fav'ry  meats  ; 

Nor  Icfs  that  day  deferves  a  bleffing. 

She  cramm'd  his  fifter  to  excefs  in  : 

For  now  flie  fends  both  fon  and  daughter 

For  crudities  to  drink  the  water. 

An'd  here  they  are,  all  bile  and  fpleen, 

The  ftrangeft  fifli  that  e'er  were  feen  ; 

With  Tabby  Runt,  their  maid,  poor  creature, 

The  queereft  animal  in  nature : 

B  3  I'm 


(     6    ) 
I'm  certain  none  of  Hogarth's  fketches 
E'er  form'd  a  fet  of  ftranger  wretches. 
I  own,  my  dear,  it  hurts  my  pride. 
To  fee  them  blund'ring  by  my  fide  ; 
My  fpirits  flag,  my  life  and  fire 
Is  mortify'd  au  defefpoir. 
When  Sim,  unfafhionable  ninny, 
In  public  calls  me  Cou/m  Je?7ny  ; 
And  yet,  to  give  the  wight  his  due. 
He  has  fome  fliare  of  humour  too, 
A  comic  vein  of  pedant  jcarning 
His  converfation  you'll  difccrn  in. 
The  oddefl  compound  you  can  fee. 
Of  fhrewdnefs  and  nrnplicity, 
With  nat'ral  ftrokcs  of  aukward  wit. 
That  oft,  like  PaPwTji'IAN  arro'A's  hit,  - 


For 


(    7    ) 

For  when  he  feems  to  dread  the  foe. 

He  always  flrikes  the  hardeft  blow  ; 
And  when  you'd  think  he  means  to  flatter. 
His  panegyrics  turn  to  fatire : 
But  then  no  creature  you  can  find 
Knows  half  fo  little  of  mankind. 
Seems  always  blundering  in  the  dark. 
And  always  making  forne  remark  ; 
Remaiks,  that  fo  provoke  one's  laughter. 
One  can't  imagine  what  he's  after : 
And  fure  you'll  thank  me  for  exciting 
In  Sim  a  wondrous  itch  for  writing ; 
With  all  his  ferious  grimace 
To  give  defcriptions  of  the  place. 
No  doubt  his  mother  will  produce 
His  poetry  for  gen'ral  ufe, 

B  4  And 


(     8     ) 

And  if  his  bluntnefs  docs  not  fright  you. 
His  obfervations  muft  delight  you; 
For  truly  the  ^good  creature's  mind 
Is  honeft,  generous,  and  kind  : 
If  unprovok'd,  will  ne'er  difpleafe  ye. 
Or  ever  make  one  foul  uneafy.-^ 
I'll  try  to  make  his  fifter  Prue 
Take  a  fmall  trip  to  Plndus  too. 

And  Me  the  Nine  fliall  all  infpire 
To  tune  for  thee  the  warbling  lyre  ; 
For  thee,  the  Mufe  {hall  ev'ry  day 
Speed,  by  the  poft,  her  rapid  way. 
For  thee,  my  friend,  I'll  oft  explore 
Deep  treafures  of  romantic  lore. 


Nor 


(    9    ) 

Nor  wonder,  if  I  gods  create. 

As  all  good  bards  have  done  of  late  ; 

'Twill  make  my  verfe  run  fmooth  and  even. 

To  call  new  deities  from  heaven  : 

Come  then,  thou  goddefs  I  adore  { 

But  foft  —  my  chairman's  at  the  door. 

The  ball's  begun  —  my  friend,  no  more, 

Bath,  1766.  J W— d — r. 


} 


LET. 


(     10    ) 


LETTER      II. 


Mr.  SiMK  I N  B — N — R— D,  toLady  B — n— r — d, 
at Hall,  North. 


Mr.  B — N — R — d's  reflections  on  his  arrival  at  Bath. 

^-The  cafe  of  himfelf  and    compan)-. The 

acquaintance  he  cooimencesj  &c.  &c. 


W  E  all  are  a  wonderful  diflance  from  home  ! 
Tv/o  hundred  and  fixty  long  miles  are  we  come  ! 
And  fure  you'll  rejoice,  my  dear  mother,  to  hear 
We  are  fafely  arriv'd  at  the  fign  of  the  Bear. 


Tis 


(     u     ) 

»Tis  a  plaguy  long  way  !  —  but  I  ne'er  can  repine. 
As  my  ftomach  Is  weak,  and  my  fpirits  decline  : 
For  the  people  fay  here,  —be  whatever  your  cafe. 
You  are  fare  to  get  well  if  you  come  to  this  place. -^ 
Mifs  Jenny  made  fun,  as  (lie  aU-ays  is  wont. 
Of  Prudence  my  filler,  and  Tabitha  Runt  : 
And  every  moment  fte  heard  mc  complain, 
Declar'd  I  was  vapour'd,  and  lau-h*d  ar  my  pain, 
What,  tho'  at  Devizes  I  fed  pretty  hearty. 
And  made  a  good  meal,  like  the  reil  of  the  party, 
When  I  came  here  to  Bath,  not  a  bit  could  I  eat, 
Tho\the  man  at  the  Bear  had  provided  a  treat : 
And  fo  I  went  quite  out  of  fpirits  to  bed. 
With  wind  in  niy  ftomach,  and  noife  in  my  bead. 


As 


(       12       ) 

As  we  all  came  for  health,   (as  a  body  may  fiiy) 
I  fent  for  the  doctor  the  very  next  day, 
And  the  do£lorwasplcas'd,tho'fo{hort  was  the  warning 
To  come  to  our  lodgings  betimes  In  the  morning  ; 
He  iook'd  very  thoughtful  and  grave,  to  be  fure, 
And  I  faid  to  myfelf,  —  there's  no  hopes  of  a  cure  ! 
ButIthoughtIfhouldfaint,when  I  fav/ him,  dear  mother. 
Feel  my  pulfe  with  one  hand,  with  a  watch  In  the  other; 
No  token  of  death  that  Is  heard  In  the  night 
Could  ever  have  put  me  fo  much  In  a  fright ; 
Thinks  I  —  'tis  all  over  —  my  fentence  is  paft. 
And  now  he  Is  counting  how  long  I  may  laft. — - 

Then  he  Iook'd  at ,  and  his  face  grew  fo  long, 

I'm  fure  he  thought  fomething  v/lthin  me  was  wrong.— 
Ke  determin'd  our  cafes,  at  length,  (G-d  prefcrve  us) 
I'm  bilious,  I  find,  and  the  women  are  nervous  -, 

Their 


(     '3     ) 

Their  fyftems  relax'd,  and  all  turn'd  topfy-turvr. 

With  hypochondriacs,  obflruitions,  and  fcurvy ; 

And  thefe  are  diftempers  he  muft  know  the  whole  on. 

For  he  talk'd  of  the  peritoneum  and  colon. 

Of  phlegmatic  humours  opprefling  the  women. 

From  ffECulent  matter  that  fwells  the  abdomen  ; 

But  the  noife  I  have  heard  in  my  bowels  like  thunder, 

Is  a  flatus,  I  find,  in  my  left  hypochonder. 

So  plenty  of  med'cines  each  day  does  he  fend 

Pojl  fingulas  liquidas  fedes  fumend' 

Ad  crepitus  vefper  :  ^  man  promovcnd'* 

In  Englifli  to  fay,  we  muft  fwallow  a  potion 

For  driving  out  wind  after  every  motion  ; 

The  fame  to  continue  for  three  weeks  at  leafl, 

Before  we  may  venture  the  v/aters  to  tafte. 


Fiv-; 


! 


(     14     ) 

Five  times  have  I  p'^rg'd,  —  yet  I'm  forry  to  tcll  ye 

I  find  the  fjime  gnawing  and  wind  in  miv  belly  ; 
--  But,  without  any  doubt,  I  (hall  find  myfelf  {Ironger, 
When  I've  took  the  fame  phyfic  a  week  or  two  longer. 
He  gives  little  Tabby  a  great  many  dofcs, 
For  he  fays  the  poor  creature  has  got  the  Chlorofis^ 
Or  a  ravenous  Pica^  fo  brought  on  the  vapours 
Yly  fwallowing  ftufi-'flie  has  read  in  the  papers  ; 
/\nd  often  I've  marvell'd  (he  fpent  fo  much  monejr 
In  I'Vaicr-dock  ejji^ncc^   and  Balfam  of  Honey  ; 
Sach  tii^.clures,  elixirs,  fuch  pills  have  I  feen, 
I  never  could  wonder  her  face  was  fo  green* 
Yet  he  thinks  he  can  very  foon  fet  her  to  right 
Wiih  Tffiic,  Equint,  that  {lie  takes  cv'ry  night  j 
And  v\hen  to  her  fpi^rits  and  flrrngth  he  has  brought  her. 
He  thinki-  flie  may  venture  to  bathe  in  the  water, 

But 


(    15    ) 

But  Prudence  is  forc'd  ev'ry  day  to  ride  out. 

For  he  fays  fhe  wants  thoroughly  jumbling  about. 
Now  it  happens  in  this  very  houfe  is  a  lodger, 
Whofe  name'sNicoDEMuSjbut  fome  call  him  Roger, 
And  Roger's  fogood  as  my  fifter  to  bump 
On  a  pillion,  as  Toon  as  (he  comes  from  the  pump  ; 
^  He's  a  pious  good  man,  and  an  excellent  fcholar. 
And  I  think  it  is  certain  no  harm  can  befall  her; 
For  Roger  is  conftantly  faying  his  pray'rs, 
Or  finging  fome  fpiritual  hymn  on  the  flairs. 
But  my  coufm  Mifs  Jenny's  as  frefh  as  a  rofe. 
And  the  captain  attends  her  wherever  (he  goes  : 
The  captain's  a  worthy  good  fort  of  a  man^ 
Yoi  he  calls  in  upon  us  v.'henever  he  can, 
And  often  a  dinner  or  fupper  he  takes  here. 
And  Jenny  and  he  talk  of  Milton  and  Shakespf.ar 

For 


»       (     i6    ) 

For  the  life  of  me  now  I  can't  think  of  his  name. 
But  wc  all  got  acquainted  as  foon  as  wc  came. 

Don't  wonder,  dear  mother,  in  verfe  I  have  writ. 

For  Jenny  declares  I've  a  good  pretty  wit ; 

She  fays  that  flie  frequently  fends  a  few  verfes 

To  friends  and  acquaintance,  and  often  rchearfcs  ; 

Declares  'tis  the  fafliion,  and  all  the  world  knows 

There's  nothing  fo  filthy,  fo  vulgar  as  profc. 

And  I  hope,  as  I  write  without  any  conne6lion, 

1  fhall  make  a  great  figure  in  Dod.^ley's  Colledion  j 

At  lead,  when  he  chufes  his  book  to  encreafc, 

I  may  take  a  fmall  flight,  as  z  fugitive p: see, — 

1- v.t  now,  my  dear  mother,  I'm  quite  at  a  frand, 

vo  I  reft  your  miofl  dutiful  fon  to  ccmnrand* 

"Bath,  1766.  S B — n — r — d. 


(    17    ) 


LETTER      III. 


MifsjENNvW— D— RjtoLadyELiz.  M— d— -ss 
at  Caftlc,  North. 


The    Birth    of    Fashion,    a    fpeclmen    of    2 
Modern  Ode. 


C 

OUre  there  are  charms  by  heav'n  aflign'd 


To  modifh  life  alone  ; 
A  grace,  an  air,  a  tafte  refin'd. 
To  vulgar  fouls  unknown. 


Nature, 


(     i8     ) 

Nature,  my  friend,  profufe  in  vain, 

May  ev'ry  gift  impart ; 
If  unimprov'd,  they  ne'er  can  gain 


An  empire  o'er  the  heart. 


Drefs  be  our  care,  in  this  gay  fcene 
Of  pleafure's  blefl  abode  ; 

Enchanting  drefs  !  if  well  I  ween. 
Fit  fubject  for  an  ode. 

Come  then,  nymph  of  various  mien, 
Vot'ry  true  of  beauty's  queen, 
Whom  the  young  and  ag'd  adore. 
And  thy  diff'rent  arts  explore. 
Fashion,  come,  —  on  me  a-while 
Deign  fantaflic  nymph  to  fmile. 


MORIA 


(     '9     ) 

Mori  A  *  thee,  In  times  of  yore, 

To  the  motley  Proteus  bore  ; 
He,   in  bifliop's  robes  array'd, 
Went  one  night  to  mafqucrade, 
Where  thy  fimplc  mother  (iray'd. 
She  v/as  clad  like  harmlefs  qiiaker, 
And  was  pleas'd  my  lord  Hiould  take  her 
By  the  waftc,  and  kindly  fnake  her  ; 
And,  with  look  demure,  fald  flie, 
"  Pray,  my  lord,  —  do  you  knoiv  ?ne  F^ 
Ke,  with  foothing  £att'ring  arts, 
Such  as  whi  all  female  hearts, 
Much  cxtoU'd  her  wit  and  beauty, 
And  declar'd  it  was  his  duty, 

*  The  Goddcfs  of  Folly. 


1 
I 


C  2  As 


(      iO      ) 

As  (he  was  a  maid  of  honour, 
To  confer  his  blefTing  on  her. 
There,  mid  drefs  of  various  hue, 
Crimfon,  yellow,  green  and  blue, 
All  on  furbelows  and  laces, 
Slipt  into  her  chafte  embraces  ; 
Then,  like  fainted  rogue,  cry'd  he, 
"  Little  quaker,  — you  know  7Jie.'* 

Fiird  with  thee,  fhe  went  to  France^ 
Land  renown'd  for  complaifance, 
Vers'd  in  fcience,  debonnair, 
Bowing,  dancing,  dreffing  hair  ; 
There  fhe  chofe  her  habitation, 
Fix'd  thy  place  of  education. 


Nymph, 


(       21       ) 

Nymph,  at  thy  aufplclous  birth 
FIebe  flrew'd  with  flow'rs  the  earth  : 
Thee  to  welcome  all  the  Graces, 
Deck'd  in  ruffles,  deck'd  in  laces, 
With  the  god  of  love  attended. 
And  the  Cyprian  queen  defcended. 
Now  you  trip  it  o'er  the  globe, 
Clad  in  party-colour'd  robe. 
And,  with  all  thy  mother's  fenfe. 
Virtues  of  your  fire  difpenfe. 

Goddefs,  if  from  hand  like  mine. 
Aught  be  worthy  of  thy  ftirine. 
Take  the  flow'ry  wreath  I  twine. 
Lead,  oh  !  lead  me  by  the  hand, 
Guide  me  with  thy  magic  wand, 

C  3  Whether 


! 


(       22       ) 

Whether  thou,  in  Lice  and  ribbons, 
Choofe  the  form  of  Mrs.  Gibbons, 
Or  the  nymph  of  fmiling  look. 
At  Bath  yclept  Jenetta  Cook. 
Bring,  O  bring  thy  elTcncc  pot, 
Amber,  mufl:,  and  bergamot, 
Eau  dc  chiprc,  can  dc  luce, 
Sans  pareil,  and  citron  juice. 
Nor  thy  band  box  leave  behind, 
Fill'd  with  ftores  of  cv'ry  kind  -, 
All  th'  enraptur'd  bard  fuppofcs, 
Who  to  Fancy  odes  compofes  ; 
All  that  Fancy's  felf  has  feign'd 
In  a  band-box  is  contain'd  : 
Painted  lawns,  and  chcquer'd  fliades. 
Crape,  that's  worn  by  love-lorn  maids, 
Water'd  tabbies,  flow'r'd  brocades  j 


! 


Vi'lets, 


{       23      ) 

Vi'lets,  pinks,  Italian  pofies. 
Myrtles,  jefTamin,  and  rofcs, 
Aprons,  caps,    and  'kerchiefs  clean, 
Straw-built  hats,  and  bonnets  green, 
Catgut,  gauzes,  tippets,  ruffs. 
Fans  and  hoods,  and  fcather'd  muffs, 
Stomachers,  and  paris-nets, 
Ear-rings,  necklaces,  aigrets. 
Fringes,  blonds,  and  mignioncts  ; 
Fine  Vermillion  for  the  cheek. 
Velvet  patches  a  la  grecque. 
Come,  but  don't  forget  the  gloves, 
Which,  v^'ith  all  the  fmiling  loves, 
Venus  caught  young  Cupid  picking 
From  the  tend.^r  breaft  of  chicken  ; 


1 


Little 
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Little  chicken,  worthier  far 

Than  the  birds  of  Juno's  car. 
Soft  as  Cytherea's  dove, 
Let  thy  fkin  my  fidn  improve ; 
Thou  by  i.ight  fliall  grace  my  arm, 
And  by  day  fhalt  teach  to  charm. 

Then,  O  Cwett  goddefs,  bring  with  thee 
Thy  boon  attendant,  gaiety, 
Liaughter,  freedom,  mirth,   ana  eafe. 
And  ail  the  {ivAVing  deities  ; 
Fancy,  fpreading  painted  fails. 

Loves  that  fan  with  gentle  o-ales 

But  hark  —  mcihinks  I  hear  a  voice, 
My  organs  all  at  once  rejoice  ; 
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A  Voice  that^Tyi,  or  fe ems  to  fay ^ 

"  Sifter,  haften,   fifter  gay, 

**  Come  to  the  pump-room' — come  away." 

Bath,  1766.  J W— d— r. 


1 


LET- 
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LETTER       IV. 


Mr.  S I MK I N  B — N — R — D,  to  Lady  B — n — R — d, 
at  Hall,  North. 


A    Consultation    of    Physicians. 

'Ear  mofner,  my  time  has  been  wretchedly  fpent 
Widi  a  gripe  or  a  hickup  v/herevcr  I  went, 
My  fLcmach  all  fwcU'd,  till  I  thought  it  would  burft. 
Sure  never  poor  mortal  with  wind  was  fo  curil ! 
If  ever  I  ate  a  good  fupper  at  night, 
I  dream'd  of  the  devil,  and  wak'd  in  a  fright  : 


And 
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And  (o  as  I  grew  ev'ry  day  worfe  and  worfe, 

The  dodor  advis'd  me  to  fend  for  a  nurfe. 

And  the  nurfe  was  Co  willing  my  health  to  rcftore. 

She  beg'd  me  to  fend  for  a  few  doctors  more  ; 

For  when  any  difficult  work's  to  be  done. 

Many  heads  can  difpatch  it  much  fooner  than  one  ; 

And  I  find  there  are  dotPtors  enough  in  this  place. 

If  you  want  to  confult  in  a  dangerous  cafe. 

So  they  met  all  together,  and  thus  began  talking  : 

<'  Good  dodor,  I'm  your's — 'tis  a  fine  day  for  walking — 

''   Sad  news  In  the  papers — G-d  knows  v/ho's  to  blame — 

"  The  colonies  feem  to  be  all  in  a  flame  — 

*'  T\\\sjla??:p-acl^  no  doubt,  might  be  good  for  thecrown, 

"  But  I  fear  'tis  a  pill  that  will  never  go  down  — 

<«  What  can  Portugal  mean  ?  —  Is  JJ:e  going  to  ftir  up 

*'  Convulfions  and  heats  in  the  bowels  o^  Europe? 

''  'Twill 


1 
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"  'Twin  be  fatal  if  England  rehpC^s  ngain, 

"  From  the  ill  blood  and  humours  o( Bourbon  and  Spain." 

Says  I,  '  My  good  do6lors,  I  can't  underftand 

'  Why  the  deuce  ye  take  (o  many  patients  in  hand ; 

'  Ye've  a  great  deal  of  pracSlice,  as  far  as  I  find  ; 

*  But  fince  ye're  come  hither,  do  pray  be  fo  kind 
'  To  write  me  down  fomething  that's  good  for  thewind 

*  No  doubt  ye  are  all  of  ye  great  politicians, 

*  Eut  at  prefent  ?r.y  hozveh  have  need  of  phyficians  : 

*  Confider  my  cafe  in  the  light  it  deferves, 

*  And  pity  the  flate  of  my  flomach  and  nerves.'  — 
But  a  tight  little  dcclor  began  a  difpute 

About  adminiilrations,  Newcastle  and  Bute, 
Talk'd  much  of  cenonomy,  much  of  profufenefs, — 
Says  another — ''  Thiscafcjwhich  atfirftwasaloofenefs. 


«  Is 
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<«  Is  become  a  Tenefmus^  and  all  we  can  do 

"  Is  to  give  him  a  gentle  cathartic  or  two  ; 
*'  Firft  get  ofFthe  phlegm  that  adheres  to  the  pUaSf 
«  Then  throw  in  a  mcd'cine  that's  pretty  and  fpicy;  — 
''  A  peppcr?nini  draught,  —  or  a  —  Come,  let's  be  gone, 
'<  We've  another  bad  cafe  to  confider  at  one," 

So  thus  they  brufli'd  off,  each  his  cnne  at  his  nofe. 
When  Jenny  came  in,  v^ho  had  heard  all  their  profe; 
'•  ri!  teach  them,  fays  flie,  at  their  next  confultation, 
"  To  come  and  take  fees  for  the  good  of  the  nation." 
I  could  not  conceive  what  a  devil  fne  meant; 
But  fhe  feiz'd  all  the  flufFthat  the  doctor  had  fciit. 
And  out  of  the  window  (lie  fiung  it  dov/n  foufe, 
As  ihefirft  politician  went  out  of  the  houfe. 

Deco6iions 
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Decoclioiis  and  P/rups  around  him  all  Ecw, 

The  pill,  bolus,  jnlep,  and  apozem  too; 

His  wi^r  had  the  luck  a  cathartic  to  meet. 

And  fquafii  went  the  gallipot  under  his  feet. 

She  faid,  'twas  a  fhame  I  Ihould  fwallow  fuch  fluff, 

When  my  bowels  were  weak,  and  the  phyfic  {o  rough  ; 

Declar'd  fne  was  (licck'd  that  fo  many  fhould  come 

To  be  doclor'd  to  death  Tuch  a  didance  from  home, 

At  a  place  where  they  tell  you  that  water  alone 

Can  cure  all  diilempers  that  ever  were  known. 

But  what  is  the  pleafantcfl  part  of  the  ftory, 

She  has  ordcr'd  for  dinner  a  piper  and  dory ; 

For  to-day  captain  Cormorant's  com.ing  to  dine. 

That  worthy  acquaintance  of  Jenny's  and  mine. 

'Tis  a  fhame  to  the  army,  that  men  of  fuch  fpirit 

Should  never  obtain  the  reward  of  their  merit  j 

For 
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For  the  captain's  as  gallant  a  man,  I'll  be  fworn. 
And  as  honeft  a  fellow  as  ever  was  born  : 
After  To  many  hardfliips,  and  dangers  incurrM, 
He  himfelf  thinks  he  ought  to  be  better  prefcr'd. 
AndR-OGiR,  or  v/hat  is  his  name,   Nicodemus, 
Appears  full  as  kind,  and  as  much  to  eflcem  us  ; 
Our  Prudence  declares  he's  an  excellent  preacher. 
And  by  night  and  by  day  is  fo  good  as  to   teach   her  ; 
His  doclrine  fo  found  with  fuch  fpirit  he  gives, 
She  ne'er  can  for<Tet  it  as  lon2;as  {l:e  lives, 

o  o 

I  told  you  before  that  he's  often  fo  kind 
As  to  go  out  a  riding  with  Prudence  behind. 
So  frequently  dines  here  without  any  prcinng, 
And  nov/  to  the  f.fh  he  is  giving  his  blciTuig ; 


And 
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And  as  that  is  the  cafe,  tho'  I've  ta]:en  a  griper, 

I'll  venture  to  peck  at  the  dory  and  piper. 
And  nov/,  my  dear  mother,  kc.  &c.  Sec, 

Bath,  1766,  S — -   B — k — r — d. 


LET- 
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LETTER 


Mr.  S B — N — R — D  to  Lady  B — n — R — d, 

at  Hall,  North. 


Salutations  of  Batii,  and  an  adventure  of  Mr. 
B — N'— R — d's  in  confequence  thereof. 


J^O  city,    dear  mother,  this  city  excels 
For  charming  fweet  founds  both  of  fiddles  and  bells  j 
I  thought,  like  a  fool,  that  they  only  would  ring 
For  a  wedding,  or  judge,  or  the  birth  cf  a  king  ; 


But 


(     34     ) 
Butl  found  'twas  for  772^,  that  the  good-natur'd  people 
Runa  fo  hard  that  I  thought  they  would  pull  down  the 

llecple ; 
So  I  took  out  my  purfe,  as  I  hate  to  be  fhabby. 
And  paid  all  the  men  when  they  came  from  the  a', bey  j 
Yet  fome  think  itftrange  they  fliould  make  fuch  a  riot 
In  a  place  where  fick  folk  would  be  glad  to  be  quiet ; 
But  I  hear  'tis  the  bus'nefs  of  this  corporation 
To  welcome  in  all  the  great  men  of  the  nation, 
For  you  know  there  is  nothing  diverts  or  employs 
The  minds  o^ great  people  like  making  a  noife  : 
So  with  bells  they  contrive  all  as  much  as  they  can 
To  tell  the  arrival  of  any  fuch  man. 
If  a  broker,  or  ftatefman,  a  gamellcr,  or  peer, 
A  nat'rallz'd  Jevs^  or  a  bifhop  comes  here. 


Or 
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Or  an  eminent  trader  In  ckeefe  fhould  retire 
Jufl  to  think  of  the  bus'nels  the  ftate  may  require. 
With  horns  and  with  trumpets,  with  fiddles  and  drum.s, 
They'll  ilrive  to  divert  him  as  foon  as  he  comes. 
'Tls  amazing  they  find  fuch  a  number  of  ways 
Of  employing  his  thoughts  all  the  time  that  he  Hays  ! 
If  by  chance  the^r^.7/  m.nn  at  his  lodging  alone  is, 
He  may  view  from  his  window  the  colliers'  ponies 
On  both  the  parades,  where  they  tumble  and  kick, 
To  the  great  entertainment  of  thofc  that  are  fick; 
What  a  number  of  turnfpits  and  builders  he'll  find 
For  relaxing  his  cares,  and  unbending  his  m.ind, 

While  notes  of  fwect  mufic  contend  with  the  cries 

» 

(^ffric  potted  lavcr^  frefi  oyficrs,    an  I  pes  ! 
And  m.ufic's  a  thing  I  fhall  truly  revere, 
Since  the  city-m.uficians  fo  tickled  my  ear  : 

D  2  For 
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For  when  we  arrlvM  here  at  Bath  t'other  day, 

Thev  came  to  our  lodings  on  purpofe  to  play; 

And  i  thoua:ht  it  was  riq-ht,  as  the  mufic  was  come, 

To  fooC  it  a  little  in  Tasitha's  room, 

For  pracllcc  makes  perfect,  as  often  I've  read, 

And  to  heels  is  of  fcrvice  as  well  as  the  head  ; 

Butthe  lodgers wcre/liock'd  fuch  a  ncife  wefliould make, 

And  the  ladies  declar'd  that  we  kept  them  awake  ; 

Lord  FviNGBONE,  who  lay  in  the  parlour  below. 

On  account  of  the  gout  he  had  got  in  his  toe. 

Began  on  a  fudden  to  curfc  and  to  fvvear ; 

I  proteil,   my  d?ar  mother,   'twas  fiiocking  to  hear 

The  oaths  of  that  reprobate  gouty  old  peer  : 

"  All  the  devils  in  hell  fure  at  once  have  concurr'd 

"  To  make  fuch  a  noifc  here  as  never  was  heard  3 

''   Some 
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''  Some  blundering  blockhead,  while  I  am  in  bed, 

"  Treads  as  hard  as  a  coach-liorfc  juft  over  my  head  ; 
*'  I  cannot  conceive  v/hat  a  phigue  he's  about! 
"  Are  the  fidlers  come  hither  to  make  all  this  rout 
"  With  their  d — 'd  fqueaking  catgut,  that's  vvorfe 

"  than  the  gout  ? 
*'  If  the  aldermen  bad  'cm  come  hither,  I  fwcar 
"   I  vvifii  they  were  broiling  in  hell  with  the  may'r  ; 
"  May  llamcs  be  my  portion,  if  ever  I  give 
"   Thofe  rafcals  one  f:;rthin':r  as  lono-  as  I  live."  — 
So  while  they  were  playing  their  mufical  airs, 
And  I  was  juft  dancing  the  hay  round  the  chairs. 
He  roar'd  to  his  Frenchm.an  to  kick  them  down  flairs. 
The  Frenchman  came  forth  with  his  outlandifn  lingo, 
Juir  the  fam.e  as  a  m.onkey,  and  made  all  the  men  go  ; 

D  3  I  could 


■1 


"1 
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I  ccald  not  make  out  what  he  faid,  not  a  word. 
And  his  lordfhip  declar'd  I  was  very  abfurd. 
Says  I,  '  Maftcr  Ringbone,  I've  nothing  to  fear, 
'  Tho'  you  be  a  lord,  and  your  man  a  mounfeer, 
'  For  the  may'r  and  the  aldermen  bad  'cm  come  here : 

«  As  abfurd  as  I  am, 

'  I  don'r  care  a  damn 

'  For  vou,  nor  your  vahc  de  Jlmm  : 

<  For  a  lord,  do  you  fee, 
'  Is  nothing  to  me, 

'  Any  more  than  a  flea  ; 

*  And  your  Frenchman  fo  eager, 

<  With  all  his  foup  meagre, 

*  Is  no  miore  than  a  moufe, 
'  Or  a  bug,  or  a  loufe, 

^  And  I'll  do  as  I  pleafc  while  I  flay  in  the  houfe ; 

*  Fot 
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«  For  the  B — n — r— d  family  all  can  afford 
*  To  part  with  their  money  as  free  as  a  lorJ.'  - 

So  I  thankM  the  muficians,  and  gave  th< 

Tho'  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  cail'd  mc  a  ninny  ; 

And  I'll  give  them  another  the  next  time  they  play. 

For  men  of  good  fortune  encourage,  they  fay, 

All  arts  and  all  fjicnccs  too  in  their  way  ; 

And  the  men  v/ere  fo  kind  as  to  halloo  and  bawl, 

*'  God  blefs  you.  Sir,  thank  you,  good  fortune  befall 

*'  Yourfelf,  and  the  B— x— ?.— d  family  all." 


Excufe  any  more,  —  for  I  very  well  know 
Both  my  fubjcul  and  vcrfc  —  is  exceedw^Iy  Iovj\ 


But 
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But  if  any  great  critic  finds  fault  with  my  letter, 
He  has  nothing  to  do  but  to  fend  you  a  better 
And  now,  my  dear  mother,  &c.  &c.  &:c. 

Bath,  1766.  S B — n — r — d. 


LET- 
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LETTER      VI. 


Mr.  SxMK  I N  B — N— R—D  to  Lady  B— n— r — d, 
at  Hall,  North. 


Mr.    B — N — R — D    gives    a    defcription    of     the 
Bathing. 


X  His  morning,  dear  mother,  as  foon  as 'twas  light, 
I  was  wak'd  by  a  ncife  that  aftonifh'd  m.e  quice, 
For  in  Tabitha's  chamber  I  heard  fuch  a  clatter, 
I  could  not  conceive  what  the  deuce  was  the  matter; 

And, 


3  ? 

•1 
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And,  would  you  believe  it,  I  went  up  and  found  her 

In  a  blanket,  with  two  lufty  fellows  around  her. 

Who  both  feem'd  a  going  to  carry  her  ofF  in 

A  little  black  box  juft  the  fize  of  a  coffin  : 

"  Pray  tell  me,  fays  I,  what  yc're  doing  of  there  ? 

"  Why,  mafter,  'tis  hard  to  be  bilk'd  of  our  fare, 

"  And  fo  we  were  thrufling  her  into  a  chair  ; 

**  We  don't  fee  no  reafon  for  ufing  us  fo, 

*•  For  {lie  bad  us  come  hither,  and  now  fhe  won't  go  ; 

"  We've  earn'd  all  the  fare,   for  we  both  came  and 

"  knock'd  her 
"  Up,  as  foon  as  it  was  light,  by  advice  of  the  doctor  ; 
"  And  this  is  a  job  that  v^e  often  go  a'ter 
*'  For  ladies  that  choofe  to  go  into  the  water." 
<  But  pray,  fays  I,  Taeitha,  what  is  your  drift 
'  To  be  cover'd  in  flannel  inflead  of  a  fliift? 

'  'Tis 


(    43    ) 

*  'Tis  all  by  the  do6lor*s  advice,  I  fuppofe, 

'  That  nothing  is  left  to  be  fcen  but  your  nofe  : 

*  1  think  if  you  really  intend  to  go  in, 

^  'Twould  do  you  more  good  if  you  flript  to  the  fkin^ 

*  And  if  you've  a  mind  for  a  froliclc,  i'fa'th, 

'  I'll  juft  Itep  and  fee  you  jump  into  the  bath.' 
So  they  hoifted  hor  down  juft  as  Me  and  as  well. 
And  as  fnug  as  a  Hod'mandod  rides  in  his  fhcll  : 
I  fain  would  have  gone  to  fee  Taditha  dip. 
But  they  turn'd  at  a  corner  and  gave  me  the  flip, 
Yet  in  fearching  about  I  had  better  fuccefs, 
For  I  got  to  a  place  where  the  ladies  undrcfs  : 
Thinks  I  to  myfclf,  they  are  after  fome  fun, 
And  I'll  fee  what  they're  doing  as  fure  as  a  gun  : 
So  I  peep'"d  at  the  door,  and  I  faw  a  great  mat 
That  cover'd  a  table,  and  got  under  that ; 

And 
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And  laid  myfclf  down  there,  as  fnug  and  as  fllH, 

(As  a  body  may  fay)  like  a  thief  in  a  mill  : 

And  of  all  the  fine  fights  I  have  feen,  my  dear  mother, 

I  never  exped  to  behold  fuch  another  : 

How  the  ladies  did  giggle  and  fet  up  their  clacks. 

All  the  while  an  old  woman  was  rubbing  their  backs  ! 

Oh  'twas  pretty  to  fee  them  all  put  on  their  flannels. 

And  then  take  the  v/ater,  like  fo  many  fpaniels. 

And  tho'  all  the  while  it  grev/  hotter  and  hotter, 

They  fvvam,  jufl  as  if  they  were  hunting  an  otter  ; 

'Twas  a  [rlorious  fi2;ht  to  behold  the  fair  fex 

All  wading  with  gentlemen  up  to  their  necks. 

And  view  them  fo  prettily  tumble  and  fprawl 

In  a  great  fmoaking  kettle  as  big  as  our  hall  : 

And  to-day  many  perfons  of  rank  and  condition 

Were  boil'd  by  command  of  an  able  phyfician  : 

» 

Dean 
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Dean  Spavin,  dean  Mangey,  and  do6^cr  Dt'sqiriRT, 
Were  all  lent  from  Cambridge  to  rub  cfF their  dirt ; 
Judge  Bane,  and  the  worthy  old  counfellor  Pest 
Join'd  ilTue  at  once,   and  went  in  with  the  reft  ; 
And  this  they  all  faid  was  exceedingly  good 
For  ftrength'ning  the  fplrits,  and  mending  the  blood. 
It  plcas'd  me  to  fee  how  they  all  were  inclined 
To  lengthen  their  lives  for  the  good  of  mankind  : 
For  I  ne'er  would  believe  that  a  bifhop  or  judge 
Can  fancy  old  Satan  may  owe  him  a  grudge, 
Tho'  fome  thinl:  the  lawyer  may  chofe  to  demurs 
And  the  priefl  till  another  occafion  defcr^ 
And  both  to  be  better  prepar'd  for  hcrea'ter. 
Take  a  fmack  of  the  brimflone  contain'd  in  the  water. 
But,   what  is  furprizing,  no  mortal  e'erview'd 
Any  one  of  the  phyfical  gentlemen  ilew'd  ; 

Some 
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♦Since  the  day  that  IcingBL  A  DUD  firfl  found  out  the  bogs, 

And  thought  them  fo  good  for  himfelf  and  his  hogs, 

Not  one  of  the  faculty  ever  has  try'd 

Thefc  excellent  waters  to  cure  his  own  hide ; 

Tho'  many  a  flcilful  and  learned  phyfician, 

With  candour,  good  fenfe,  and  profound  erudition, 

Obliges  the  world  with  the  fruits  of  his  brain. 

Their  nature  and  hidden  cfFe61s  to  explain. 

Thus  Chiron  advis'd  madam  Thetis  to  take 

'And  dip  her  poor  child  in  the  Stygian  lake, 

Eut  the  worthy  old  dodlor  was  not  fuch  an  di^ 

As  ever  to  venture  his  carcafe  himfelf; 

So  Jason's  good  wife  usM  to  fet  on  a  pot, 

And  put  in  at  once  all  the  patients  flie  got, 

*   ViH.e  Oj.T)  Tath  Cl-idk, 

But 
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But  thought  it  fufEcIent  to  give  her  direction, 

Without  being  coddled  to  mend  her  complexion  : 
And  I  never  have  heard  that  fhe  wrote  any  treatife 
To  tell  what  the  virtue  of  water  and  heat  is. 
You  cannot  conceive  what  a  number  of  ladles 
Were  wafn'd  in  the  water  the  fame  as  our  maid  is : 
Old  Baron  Venteazer,  a  man  of  great  wealth  ; 
Brought  his  lady  the  Baronr/shcrQ  for  her  health  ; 
'    The  Baronefs  bathes,  and  flie  fays  that  her  cafe 
Has  been  hit  to  a  hair,  and  is  mending  apace  : 
And  this  is  a  point  all  the  learned  agree  on. 
The  Baron  has  met  with  the  fate  of  Acteon  ; 
Who,  while  he  pcep'd  into  the  Bath,  had  the  luck 
To  find  himfelf  fuddcnly  chang'd  to  a  buck. 
Mifs  ScR  ATCHIT  went  in,  and  the  countefs  of  Scales, 
Both  ladies  of  very  great  fafhion  in  Wales  ; 

Then 


{    48     ) 
Then  all  of  a  fuddcn  two  pcrfons  of  worth, 
My  lady  Pandora  Macscurvey  came  forth, 
V/ith  general  Sulphur  arriv'd  from  the  north. 
So  Tabby,  you  fee,  hiid  the  honour  of  wafhing 
With  folk  of  dlflinclion  and  very  high  fafhlon  ; 
But  in  rpitc  of  good  company,  poor  little  foul. 
She  fhook  both  her  ears  like  a  moufe  in  a  bowl. 


Cds  bobs  I  how  delighted  I  was  unawares 

With  the  fiddles  I  heard  in  the  room  above  flairs, 

For  mufic  is  wholefome,  the  do6lors  all  think. 

For  ladies  that  bathe,  and  for  ladies  that  drink  ; 

And  that's  the  opinion  of  R-oein  our  driver. 

Who  whiftles  his  nags  while  they  ftand  at  the  river  : 

They  fay  it  is  right  that  for  every  glafs 

A  tune  you  ihould  take,  that  the  v/ater  may  pafs  ; 

So 


(    49    ) 

So  while  little  Tabby  was  wafhing  her  rump. 

The  ladies  kept  drinking  it  out  of  a  pump. 

I've  a  deal  more  to  fay,  but  am  loth  to  intrude 

On  your  time,  my  dear  mother,  fo  now  I'll  conclude. 

Bath,  1766.  S—  B — n — r — d. 


LET. 


(    50    ) 


LETTER      VII. 


Mr.  S B— N— R— -D,  to  Lady  B— n— r—d, 

at  Flail,  North. 


A  Panegyric  on  Bath,  and  a  Moravian  Hymn. 

VJF  all  the  gay  places  the  world  can  afFord, 

By  gentle  and  fimple  for  paftlme  ador'd. 

Fine  balls,  and  fine  concerts,  fine  buildings,  and  fprlngs. 

Fine  walks,  and  fine  views,  and  a  thoufand  fine  things, 

Not  to  mention  the  fweet  fituatlon  and  air. 

What  place,  my  dear  mother,  with  Bath  can  compare  ? 

Let  Brtjiol  for  commerce  and  dirt  be  renown'd. 

At  Sar/bury  pen- knives  and  fciflars  be  ground  ; 

The 


{    SI     ) 

The  towns  of  Devizes^  of  Bradford,  and  Frome^ 

May  boaft  that  they  better  can  manage  the  loom  ; 

I  believe  that  they  may;  —  but  the  world  to  refine. 

In  manners,  in  drefs,  in  politenefs  to  fhine, 

O  Baib!  — let  the  art,  let  the  glory  be  thine. 

I'm  furc  I  have  travell'd  our  country  all  o'er 

And  ne'er  was  fo  civilly  treated  before  ; 

Would  youthink,  my  dear  mother  (without  thcleaft  hint 

That  we  all  fhould  be  glad  of  appearing  in  print) 

The  news-writers  here  were  fo  kind  as  to  give  all 

The  world  an  account  of  our  happy  arrival  ?  — 

You  fcarce  can  imagine  what  numbers  I've  met, 

(Tho'  to  me  they  are  perfedlly  ftrangers  as  yet) 

Who  all  with  addrefs  and  civility  came. 

And  feem'd  vaftly  proud  of  Subscribing  ourname. 


E  2  Young 


i 


(  52  ) 

Young  Timothy  Canvass  is  charmM  with  the  place, 
Who,  I  hear,  is  come  hither  his  fibres  to  brace  ; 
Poor  man  !  at  th*  ele(5lion  he  threw,  t'other  day. 
All  his  vicf^uals,  and  liquor,  and  money  away ; 
And  fome  people  think  with  fuch  hafle  he  began 
That  foon  he  the  conftable  greatly  outran. 
And  is  qualify'd  now  for  a  parliament-man  : 
Goes  every  day  to  the  cofFee-houfe,  where 
The  v/its  and  the  great  politicians  repair; 
Harangues  on  the  funds,  and  the  ftate  of  the  nation, 
Aud  plans  a  good  fpeech  for  an  admin iftration. 
In  hopes  of  a  place,  which  he  thinks  he  deferves. 
As  the  love  of  his  country  has  ruin'd  his  nerves.  — 
Our  neighbour,  Sir  Easterlin  Widgeon,  has  fwore 
He  ne'er  will  return  to  his  bogs  any  more  : 


The 


(    53    ) 

The  Thickfculh  are  fettled  \  we've  had  invitations 
With  a  great  many  more  on  the  fcore  of  relations  : 
The  Loungers  are  come  too. — Old  Stucco  ha^  juft  fent 
His  plan  for  a  houfe  to  be  built  in  the  Crefcent ; 
'Twill  foon  be  complete,  and  they  fay  all  their  work 
Is  as  ftrong  as  St.  Patd's,  or  the  minfler  at  TorL 
Don't  you  think  'twould  be  better  to  leafe  our  eflate. 
And  buy  a  good  houfe  here  before  'tis  too  late  ? 
You  never  can  go,  my  dear  mother,  where  you 
So  much  have  to  fee,  and  fo  little  to  do. 

I  write  this  in  hafte,  for  the  captain  is  come. 
And  fo  kind  as  to  go  with  us  all  to  the  room  ; 
But  be  fure,  by  the  very  next  poft,  you  (hall  hear 
Of  all  I've  the  plcafure  of  meeting  with  there  ; 

E  3  For 


(     54    ) 

For  I  fcribble  my  verfe  with  a  great  deal  of  eafe, 
And  can  fend  you  a  letter  whenever  I  pleafe  j 
And  whikf  at  this  place  I've  the  honour  to  flay, 
I  think  I  can  never  want  foinething  to  fay. 
But  now,  my  dear  mother,  Sec.  5ic. 

Bath,  1766.  S B—n— r—d, 

POSTSCRIPT, 

I'm  forry  to  find  at  the  city  of  B.-itb, 
Many  folk  are  uneafy  concerning  their  faith  : 
NicocEMUS,  the  preacher,  fi:rives  all  he  can  dp 
To  quiet  the  confcience  of  good  fifler  PRUE  j 
But  Tabby  frcrn  fcruples  of  mind  is  releas'd, 
Since  iLiQ  met  with  a  learned  Moravian  pricil. 

Who 


(    55    ) 

Who  fays,  there  is  neither  iranfgrejfton  nor  fm  j 

A  do6lrIne  that  brings  many  cuftomers  in. 
She  thinks  this  the  prettieft  ode  upon  earth,      * 
Which  he  made  on  his  infant  that  dy'd  in  the  birth. 

ODE*. 

Chicken  blcfTed 

And  carefled. 
Little  bee  on  Jesu's  breaft  ! 

From  the  hurry 

And  the  flurry 
Of  the  earth  thou'rt  now  at  reft. 


*  The  learned  Moravian  has  pirated  this  Ode  from  Count 

ZiNZENDORF'sbcok  ofPlYMNS.      Vid.  H.  33. 


LET- 


(    56    ) 


LETTER      VIII, 


Mr.  S B — N — R— D,  to  LadyB — n — r — d, 

at Hall,  North. 


Mr.  B— N — R — D  goes  to  the  Rooms,    His  opinion 
of  Gaming. 


jP  Rom  the  earliefl  ages,  dear  mother,  till  now. 
All  fiatefmen  and  great  politicians  allow 
That  nothing  advances  the  good  of  a  nation. 
Like  giving  all  money  a  free  circulation  : 
This  queflion  from  members  of  parliament  draws 
Many  fpeeches  that  meet  univerfal  applaufe  5 

And 


(    57    ) 

And  if  ever  dear  mother  I  live  to  be  one, 

I'll  fpeak  on  this  fubjecSl  as  fure  as  a  gun  : 
For  Bath  will  I  fpeak,  and  I'll  make  an  oration 
Shall  obtain  me  the  freedom  of  this  corporation  ; 
I  have  no  kind  of  doubt  but  the  fpeaker  will  beg 
All  the  members  to  hear^  when  I  fet  out  my  leg, 
''  Circulation  of  cafh  —  circulation  decay'd  — 
"  Is  at  once  the  deftru6lion  and  ruin  of  trade; 
<'  Circulation — I  fay  —  circulation  it  is, 
*'  Gives  life  to  commercial  countries  like  this  :'* 
What  thanks  to  the  city  of  Bath  then  are  due 
From  all  who  this  patriot  maxim  purfue  ! 
For  in  no  place  whatever  that  national  good 
Is  pradis'd  fo  well,  and  fo  well  underftood  ! 
What  infinite  merit  and  praifc  does  fhe  claim  in 
Her  ways  and  her  means  for  promoting  of  gaming  / 

And 


(    58    ) 

And  gaming,  no  doubt,  is  of  infinite  ufe 

That  fame  circulation  of  cafli  to  produce. 

What  true  public-fpirited  people  are  here. 

Who  for  that  very  purpofe  come  every  year ! 

All  eminent  men,  who  no  trade  ever  kncv 

But  gaming,  the  only  good  trade  to  purfue  : 

All  other  profefTions  are  fubjecl  to  fail. 

But  gaming's  a  bufinefii  will  ever  prevail  j 

Ecfides  'tis  the  only  good  way  to  commence 

An  acquaintance  with  all  men  of  fpirit  and  knk ; 

We  may  grub  on  without  it  through  life,  I  fuppofe. 

But  then  'tis  vAlh  people  —  that  nohody  knows. 

We  ne'er  can  expecl  to  be  rich,  wife,  or  great. 

Or  loolc'd  upon  fit  for  employments  of  Hate  : 

'Tis  your  m,en  of  £ne  heads,  and  of  nice  calculations, 

7"h2t  aiiord  fo  much  fervice  to  adminiftrations, 

Wh« 


(    59    ) 

Who  by  frequent  experience  know  how  to  devize 
The  fpeedieft  method  of  raifing  fupplies  : 
'Tis  fuch  men  as  thefe,  men  of  honour  and  worth, 
That  challenge  refpe£l  from  all  perfons  of  birth, 
And  is  it  not  right  they  (liould  be  careft, 
When  they're  all  fo  polite  and  fo  very  well  drefl. 
When  they  circulate  freely  the  money  they've  won. 
And  wear  a  lac'd  coat,  tho'  their  fathers  wore  none ,' 

Our  trade  is  encourag'd  as  much,  if  net  more. 

By  the  tender  foft  fcx  I  fhali  ever  adore  ; 

But  their  hufbands,   thofe  brutes,  have  been  known  to 

complain. 
And  fwear  they  will  never  fet  foot  here  again. — • 


Yc 


(    6o    ) 

Ye  wretches  Ingrate  !  to  find  fault  with  your  wives. 

The  comfort,  the  folace,  and  joy  of  your  lives  ; 

Oh  !  that  women,  whofc  price  is  fo  far  above  rubies, 

Should  fall  to  the  lot  of  fuch  io-norant  boobies  ! 

Don't  Solomon  fpeak  of  fuch  Vv-omen  with  rapture 

In  vqtCc  his  eleventh  and  thiity.-firft  chapter  ? 

And  fure  that  wife  king  ofIsR.AEL  knew 

What  belonn-ed  to  woman  much  better  than  you  ! 

He  fays,  "  If  you  find  out  a  virtuous  v/ife, 

"  She  v.ill  do  a  man  good  all  the  days  of  her  life  ; 

*'  She  deals  like  a  merchant,  fhe  fitteth  up  late;" 

And  you'll  find  it  is  written  in  verfe  twenty-eight, 

"  Her  hufoand  is  fure  to  be  known  at  the  ^ate. 


1 

1 


"  He  never  hath  need  or  occafion  for  fpoil, 
^''  When  his  wife  is  much  better  employed  all  the  while; 

«  Sh? 


(     61     ) 

*'  She  feeketh  fine  wool,  and  fine  linen  {he  buys, 
*'  And  is  clothed  in  purple  and  fcarlet  likewife."— 
Now  pray  don't  your  wives  do  the  very  fame  thing. 
And  follov/  th'  advice  of  this  wortiy  old  king  ? 
Do  they  fpare  for  expences  themfelves  in  adorning  ? 
Don t  they  go  about  buying  fine  things  all  the  morning  ? 
And  at  cards  all  the  night  take  the  trouble  to  play, 
To  get  back  the  money  they  fpent  in  the  day  ? 
And  fure  there's  no  fort  of  occafion  to  fliew. 
Ye  are  known  at  the  gate,  or  wherever  you  go. 
Pray  are  not  your  ladies  at  Bath  better  plac'd  -^ 

Than  the  wife  of  a  king  who  herfelf  fo  difgrac'd,       > 
And  at  /i:/;^^^liv'd  infuch  very  bad  tajie  ?  ■* 

Poor  foul !  while  hcrhufband  thought  proper  to  leaveher. 
She  flav'd  all  the  day  like  a  Spitalfields  weaver. 


And 


(       62       ) 

And  then,  like  a  fool,  when  her  web  was  halffpunj 
PuU'd  to  pieces  at  night  all  the  work  (he  had  done : 
But  thefe  to  their  hufbands  more  profit  can  yield. 
And  are  much  like  a  lilly  that  grows  in  the  field  ; 
They  toil  not  indeed,  nor  indeed  do  they  fpin. 
Yet  they  never  are  idle  when  once  they  begin^ 
But  are  very  intent  on  encreafing  their  flore^ 
And  always  keep  fnuffiing  and  cutting  for  more: 
Induftrious  creatures  !  that  make  it  a  rule 
To  fecure  half  the  fifh,  while  they  manage  the  pool : 
So  they  win  to  be  fure ;  yet  I  very  much  wonder 
Why  they  put  fo  much  money  the  candleftick  under  5 
For  up  comes  a  man  on  a  fudden,  flapdafh. 
Snuffs  the  candles,  and  carries  away  all  the  cafh  : 
And  as  nobody  troubles  their  heads  any  more, 
I'm  in  very  great  hopes  that  it  goes  to  the  poor. — - 

Me- 


(    63    )    , 

Methinks  I  fliould  like  to  excel  in  a  trade, 

By  which  fuch  a  number  their  fortunes  have  made. 

I've  heard  of  a  v^ife  philofophical  Jev7, 

That  fhufiles  the  cards  in  a  manner  that's  new. 

One  Jonas,  I  think: — And  could  wifh  for  the  future 

To  have  that  illuflrious  fage  for  my  tutor  ; 

And  the  captain,  whofe  kindnefs  I  ne'er  can  forget. 

Will  teach  me  a  game  that  he  calls  lanfquenet ; 

So  I  foon  fliall  acquaint  you  what  money  I've  won; 

In  the  mean  time,  I  reft,  your  moft  dutiful  fon. 

Bath,  1766.  S B — n — r — d, 


The  End  of  the  First  Part, 


THE 


NEW  BATH  GUIDE. 


PART    the    SECOND. 


(    67    ) 

PARTTHE     SECOND. 

L     E    T     T     E     R       IX. 

Mifs Jenny  W—D—R  toLadyELiz.M — d— ss, 
zi  CaHIe,  North. 

A        Journal. 

^^O  humbler  flmins,  ye  Nine,  dcfccnd 
And  greet  my  poor  fequefler'd  friend. 
Not  odes,  with  rapid  eagle  flight. 
That  foar  above  all  human  fight ; 
Not  fancy's  fair  and  fertile  field. 
To  all  the  fame  delight  can  yield. 

F  2  But 


(     &8     ) 

But  come.  Calliope,  and   fay 
How  pleafurc  waftes  the  various  day  : 
Whether  thou  are  wont  to    rove 
By   parade,  or    orange  grove. 
Or    to  breath   a  purer  air 
In    the  circus   or    the  fquare; 
Wherefoever  be  thy  path, 
Tell,  O   tell  the  joys   of  BatJ:. 

Every  morning,  ev'ry  night, 
Gayeft  fceiies    of   frefli   delight; 
When   Aurora   fneds  her  beams, 
Wak'd  from   foft  Elyfian  dreams, 
Mufic   calls  me   to  the  fpring 
Which  can  health  aiid  fpirits  brings 


There 


(     69     ) 

There  Hygeia,  goddefs,  pours 

Bleflings  from    her    various  (lores ; 
Let   me  to  her  altars    haile, 
Tho*    I    ne'er  the    waters    tafte^ 
Near  the  pump  to  take  my  (land. 
With  a  nofegay    in    my  hand. 
And   to   hear  the    captain    fay, 
*^  How  d'ye  do,  dear  mifs,  to-day  ?" 
The  captain  ? — Now  you'll  fay  my  dear, 
Methinks  I  long  his  name  to  hear, — 
Why  then  —  but  don't  you  tell  my  aunt. 
The  captain's  name  is  —  Cormorant: 
But   hereafter  you  moft  know, 
I  (hall  call  him  Romeo, 


F  3  And 


{    70     ) 

And  your  friend,  dear  lady  Eet, 
Jenny  no  more,  but  Juliet. 

0  yc   guardian   fpirits  fair, 

AU  v/ho  make  true  love  your  care. 
May  I  oft  my  Rotjeo  meet, 
Oft  enjoy  his  converfe  fv/ect ; 

1  alone  his  thoughts  employ 
Through  each  various  fcenc  of  joy ! 
Lo  !  where  all  the  jocund  throng 
From  the  pump-room  hafics  along, 
To  the  breakfafl  all    invited 

Ey  Sir  Toby,  lately  knighted. 
See  with  joy  my  Romeo  comes, 
He  conducts  me  to  the  rooms  3 


There 


(     7r     ) 

There  he  vvhifpers,  not  unfecn. 
Tender  tales  behind  the  fcreen  ; 
While  his  eyes  are  Rx'd  on  mine 
See  each  nymph  with  envy  pine. 
And  with  looks  of  forc'd  dirdain. 
Smile  contempt,  but  figh  in  vain. 

O  the  charmJng  parties   made  ! 
Some  to  walk  the  fouth  parade. 
Some  to  Lincome's  fliady  groves, 
Or  to  SiMPONs's  proud  alcoves  5 
Some  for  chapel  trip   away. 
Then  take  places  for  the  play : 
Or  we  walk  about  in   pattins, 
Buying  gauzes,  cheapening  fattins, 


Or 


(     72     ) 

Or  to  Painter's  we  repair, 

Meet  Sir  Peregrine  Hatchet  there, 

Plens'd  the  artifl's  flcill  to  trace 

In  his  dear  mifs  Gorgon's  face  : 

Happy  pair,  who  nx'd  as  fate 

For  the  fvveet  connubial  (late, 

Smile  in  canvas  tcte  a  tctc. 

If  the  weather,  cold  and  chill, 

Call  us   all  to  Mr.   Gill, 

Romeo  hands  to  me  the  jtlly, 

Or  the  foup  of  vermicelli ; 

If  at  Toyshop  I  ftep  in, 

He  prefents  a  diamond  pin  ; 

Sweeteli:  token  I  can  wear. 

Which  at  once  may  grace  my  hai^r. 


And, 


(    73    ) 

And,  in  v/Itnefs  of  my  fiame, 
Teach  the  o-iafs  to  bear  his  nr^nie  : 
See  him  turn  each  trinket  over. 
If  for  me   he  can  difcovcr 
Aught  his  paflion  to  reveal, 
Emblamatic  ring    or    feal  J 
Cupin  whetting  pointed  darts, 
For  a  pair  of  tender  hearts  ; 
Hymen  lighting  facrcd  fire?. 
Types  of  chafle  and  fond  dcfncs ; 
Thus  enjoy  we  ev'ry  blclTing, 

Till  the  toilet  calls  to  drciTing ; 

Where's  my  garnet  cap,  and  fprig? 

Send  for  Since  to  drefs  mv  v.'ii;  : 

Bring   my  filver'd    m.azarine. 


Svv'eeteft  gown  that  e'er  was  fecn 


Tab  IT  II A, 


(74-) 

Tabitha,  put  on  my  rufF: 

Where's  my  dear  delighted  mufT? 
MufF,  my  faithful  Romeo's  prcfcnt  ! 
Tippet  tco  from  tail  of  pheafant ! 
MufFfrom  downy  breaft  of  fvvan  ! 
O  the  dear  enchanting  man  ! 
MufFthat  m>akes  me  think  how  Jove 
Flew  to  Leda  from  above  — 
MufF  that  —  Tabby,  fee  v.-ho  rrspt  then* 
*'  Madam,  madam,  'tis  the  captain  !'* 
Sure  his  voice  I  hear  below, 
'Tis,  it  is  my  Romeo  ; 
Shape  and  gait,  and  carelefs  air. 
Diamond  ring,  and  folitaire. 
Birth  and  fafhion  all  declare. 


1 


How 


(     75    ) 

Hcv/  his  eyes,  that  gently  roll, 

Speak  the  language  of  his  foul ! 

See  the  dimple  on  his  cheek, 

See  him  fmile  and  fv/eetly  fpeak, 

"  Lovely  nymph,  at  your  com.mand, 

«'  I  have  fomcthing  in  my  hand, 

««  Which  I  hope  you'll  notrefufe, 

*'  'Tvvill  us  both  at  night  amufe  : 

"   What  tho'  lady  Whisker  crave  it, 

'«  And  Mifs  Badger  longs  to  have  it, 

<'  'TIs,   by  Jupiter  I  fwear, 

*'  TIs   for  you  alone,  my  dear  ; 

*'   See  this  ticket  gentle  maid, 

"  At  your  feet  an  ofF'ring  laid  ; 

"  Thee  the  loves  and  graces  call 

"  To  a  little  private  ball  : 


\nd 


(    76    ) 

*'  And  to  play  I  bid  adieu, 

"  Hazard,  lanfquenet,  and  loo, 

"  Fairefl  nymph  to  dance  with  you." — 

— I  with  joy  accept  his  ticket^ 

And  upon  my  bofom  flick  it : 

Well  I  know  how  Romeo  dances^ 

With  what  air  he  fii-ft  advances. 

With  what  grace  his  gloves  he  draws  on. 

Claps,  and  calls  up  Nancy  Daivfon  ; 

Me  thro'  ev'ry  dance  conducing. 

And  the  mufic  oft  inflrucling  \ 

See  him  tap  the  time  to  (hew^ 

With  his  light  fantaftic  toe  ; 

Skill'd  in  ev'ry  art  to  pleafe, 

From  the  fan  to  waft  the  breeze^ 


I 


Or 


(    77    ) 

Or  his   bottle   to   produce 

Fiird  v/ith  pungent  Eau  deluce.^^ 
Wonder  not,  my  friend,  I  go 
To  the  ball  with  Romeo. 

Such  delights  If  thou  canft  give, 
Bath^  at  thee  I  choofe  to  live. 

Bath,  i766,  J W — d— r. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Inclos'd  you'll  find  fome  lines,  my  dear, 
Made  by  a  hungry  poet  here, 

A  happy 


(    78    ) 

A  happy  bard,  who  rhymes  and  eats, 
Aiid  lives  by  utt'ring  quaint  conceits. 
Yet  thinks  to  him  alone  belong 
The  laurels  due  to  modern  fon^. 


i 


S  O  N  G. 


(    79    ) 
SONG. 

A    Charge    to    the    Poet  Ssf  •**'''^' 

Written  at  Mr.  Gill's,  an  eminent  Cook  at  Bath. 

Ov  TT^cx;  Travroi  la]iv  u^djcrcn  kccX-j;.      Frag.  Vet.  Poct. 

JL  E  bards  who  fing  the  hero's  praife, 
Or  lafs's  of  the   mill,  [Fcrie, 

A  loftier  theme  invites  your  lays. 
Come  tune  your  lyres  to  Gill, 

Of  all  the  cooks  the  world  can  boaft. 

However  great  their  fkill. 
To  bake,  or  fry,  to  boil,  or  roaft. 

There's  none  like  mafter  Gill. 

Sweet 


(     So    ) 

^^wcct  rhyming  troop,  no  longer  floop 

To  drink  Castalia's  rill. 
Whene'er  yc  droop,  O  talle  the  foup 
That's  made  by  mafter  Gill. 

O  ta{le  this  foup  for  which  the  fair. 

When  hungry,  cold,  and  chill, 
Forl^^ke  the  circus  and  the  fquc^re 

To  cat  vvlth  maficv  Gill. 

'Tis  this  that  makes  my  Chloe's  lips 

Ambrofuil  fweets  diftil  ;  [  Aff'ciiuop, 

For  leeks  and  cabbage  oft  the  Hps 

\\\  foup  tiiat's  made  by  Gill. 

Imn.ortal 


(    8i    ) 

linmortal  bards,  view  here  your  wlt^ 
The  labours  of  your  quill. 

To  fingc  the  fowl  upon  the  fpit, 
Condemn'd  by  mafler  GiLL« 

My  humble  verfc  that  fate  will  meet. 
Nor    Ihall    I    take  it   ill; 

But  grant,  yc  gods  !  that  I  may  eat 
That  fowl,  when  drefl  by  Gill. 

Thefe  are  your  true  poetic  fires 
That  dreft  this  fav'ry  grill. 

E'en  while  I  eat  the  Mufe  infpireSj 
And  tunes  my  voice  to  Gill. 


When 


(       82       ) 

When  C flrlkes  the  vocal  lyre. 

Sweet  Lydian  meafures  thrill; 

But  I  the  gridir'n  more  admire. 
When  tun'd  by  mailer  Gill. 

'  Come  take  my  fage  of  ancient  ufe,' 

Cries  learned  dc£Lor  H — ll  ; 
"  But  what's  the  fage  without  the  goofe  ?" 

Replies  my  mafler  Gill. 

He  who  would  fortify  his  mind. 

His  belly  firft  fhould  fill  ; 
Roafl  beef  'gainft  terrors  bed  you'll  find  ; 

"  The  Greeks  knew  this,''  fays  Gill. 


Your 


C    83   ) 

Your  rplrlts  and  your  blood  to  ftir 

Old  Galen  gives  a  pill. 
But  I  the  forc'd-meat  ball  prefer, 

Prepar'd  by  mafter  Gill. 

While  he  fo  well  can  broil  and  bake^ 

I'll  promife  and  fulii], 
No  other  phyfic  e'er  to  take 

Than  v/hat's  prcfcrlb'd  by  Gill. 

Your  bard  has  liv'd  at  Bath  fo  long,  ]^P'iano, 

lie  dreads  to  fee  your  bill  — 
■Inftcad  of  cafh  accept  this  fong^  [Pianijjimo. 

My  worthy  maderGiLL. 

G  2  LET- 


(    H   ) 


LETTER       X. 


Mr.  S B — N — R — D  to  Lady  B — n — r — d, 

at  Hall,  North. 


Taste  and  Spirit.  Mr.   B — n — r — d 

commences  a  Beau  Garcon. 


S  O  lively,  fo  gay,  my  dear  mother,  Vm  grown, 
I  long  to  do  fomething  to  make  myfelf  known  j 

For  perfons  of  ta/ie  and  true  fpirity  I  find, 
Are  fond  of  attra6^Ing  the  eyes  of  mankind  : 
What  numbers  one  fees,  who,  for  that  very  reafon 
Come  to  make  fuch  a  figure  at  Bath  ev'ry  feafon  I 

'Tis 


<    85    ) 
*Tis  this  that  provokes  Mrs.  Shenkin  Ap-Leek 
To  dine  at  the  ord'nary  twice  in  a  week, 
Tho'  at  home  fhe  might  eat  a  good  dinner  in  comfort^ 
Nor  pay  fuch  a  curfed  extravagant  fum  for't : 
But  then  her  acquaintance  would  never  have  known 
Mrs.  Shenkin  Ap-Leek  had  acquir'd  a  h?i  ton  ; 
Ne'er  fhewn  how  in  infte  the  Ap-Leeks  can  excel 
The  dutchefs  of  Truffles,  and  lady  Morell  ; 
Had  ne'er  been  ador'd  by  Sir  Pye  Macaroni, 
And  count  Vermicelli,  his  intimate  crony  ; 
Both  men  of  fuch  tafe^  their  opinions  are  taken 
From  an  ortolan  dov/n  to  a  rafher  of  bacou. 

What  makes  Kitty  Spicer,  and  little  mifs  Sago, 
To  audions  and  milliners  fliops  ev'ry  day  go  ? 

G  3  What 


(     86     ) 

What  makes  them  to  vie  with  each  other  and  quarrel 
Which  fpend  the  moft  money  for  fplendid  apparel  f 
Why,  fpirii  —  to  fhew  they  have  much  better  fenfe 
Than  their  fathers,  who  rais'd  it  by  (hillings  and  penes. 
What  fends  Peter  Tewkseury  every  night 
To  the  play  with  fuch  infinite  joy  and  delight  ? 
Why,  Peter's  a  critic,  with  true  attic  fait, 
Can  damn  the  performers,  can  hifs,  and  find  fault, 
And  tell  when  we  ought  to  exprefs  approbation, 
By  thumping,  and  clapping,  and  vociferation; 
So  he  gains  our  attention,  and  all  muft  admire 
Young  Tewkseury's  judgment,  his  fpirii  and  iirf. 
But  Jack  Dilettante  defpifes  the  playVs, 
To  concerts  and  mufical  parties  repairs. 
With  benefit-tickets  his  pockets  he  fills. 
Like  a  mountebank  do£lor  diflributes  his  bills ; 

And 


(    87    ) 

And  thus  his  importance  and  intereft  fhews. 

By  conferring  his  favours  wherever  he  goes  : 

He's  extremely  polite  both  to  me  and  my  coufin. 

For  he  often  defires  us  to  take  off  a  dozen  : 

He  has  tafte,  without  doubt,  and  a  delicate  ear. 

No  vile  oratorios  ever  could  bear  ; 

But  talks  of  the  op'ras  and  his  Signiora^ 

Cries  bravo,  henijjlmo,  bravo,  encora  ! 

And  oft  is  fo  kind  as  to  thruft  in  a  note 

While  old  lady  Cuckow  is  draining  her  throat. 

Or  little  mifs  Wren,  who's  an  excellent  fingei  ; 

Then  he  points  to  the  notes,  with  a  ring  on  his  finger. 

And  fliews  her  the  crotchet,  the  quaver,  and  bar. 

All  the  time  that  fhe  warbles,  and  plays  th^  guitar  : 

Yet  I  think,  tho'  fhe's  at  it  from  morning:  till  noon. 

Her  queer  little  thingumbob's  never  in  tune. 

Thank 


(    8.8    ) 

Thank  heaven  !  of  late,  my  dear  mother,  my  face  Is 

Not  a  little  regarded  at  all  public  places  5 

For  I  ride  in  a  chair  with  my  hands  in  a  mufF, 

And  have  bought  a  filk  coat  and  embroider'd  the  cufF; 

But  the  weather  was  cold,  and  the  coat  it  was  thii;, 

So  the  ta\  lor  advib'd  mc  to  line  it  v^^ith  fkin  : 

But  v/hat  with  my  2'Jivernoh''  hat  can  compare. 

Bag-wig,  and  lac'd  ruffles,  and  black  folitaire  ? 

And  what  can  a  man  of  true  fafhion  denote. 

Like  an  cll  of  good  ribbon  ty'd  under  the  throat  ? 

My  buckles  and  box  are  in  exquifite  tafte  ; 

The  one  is  of  paper,  the  other  ofpade^ 

And  fure  no  Ccwwyeu  was  ever  yet  fecn 

Like  that  which  I  pvirchas'd  at  Wicktsed's  machine : 


My 


(     89     ) 

My  {lockings,  of  filk,  arejufl  come  from  th'z  hofier. 

For  tonightl'mtodance  with  the  charming  miiVIoziER: 

So  I'd  have  them  to  know  when  I  go  to  ti:e  baii, 

I  fhall  fhew  as  much  taj?e  as  the  bcft  of  them  iiil  : 

For  a  man  of  great  fafliion  was  heard  to  declare 

He  never  beheld  fo  engaging  an  air, 

And  fwcars  all  the  world  muft  my  judgment  confefs, 

Myy^Z/VZ/Vv,  fc^.y^i'y  underftandtng  in  drefs, 

My  manners  fo  form'd,  and  my  wig  {o  well  curl'd, 

I  look  like  a  man  of  the  very  frjl  ivorld : 

But  my  perfon  and  figure  you'll  beft  underftand 

From  the  pidure  I've  fcnt,  by  an  eminent  hand  : 

Shew  it  young  lady  Betty,  byway  of  endearance. 

And  to  give  her  a  fpice  of  my  mien  and  appearance  : 

Excufe 


(     90    ) 

Excufc  any  more,  I'm  in  hafle  to  depart. 

For  a  dance  is  the  thing  that  I  love  at  my  heart* 

So  now,  my  dear  mother,  5cc.  Sec  5<c, 

Bath,  1766.  S E— n—r— d, 


L  E  T- 


(    91     ) 


LETTER      XI. 


Mr.  S B— N— R—D,  to  LadyB—N— R— D, 

at Hall,  North. 


A  defcription  of  the  Ball,  with  an  cplfodc  oi\ 
Beau  Nash. 


W  Hat  joy  at  the  ball,  what  delight  have  I  found, 
By  all  the  bright  circle  encompafs'd  around  ! 
Each  moment  with  tranfport  my  bofom  felt  warm  ; 
For  what,  my  dear  mother,  like  beauty  can  charm  ? 
The  remembrance  alone,  while  their  praife  I  rchearfe^, 
Gives  life  to  my  numbers,  and  flrcngth  to  my  vcrfe  : 

Then 


(     92     ) 

Then  allow  for  the  rapture  the  Mufes  Infpire, 
Such  themes  call  aloud  for  poetical  fire. 
I've  read  how  the  goddefTcs  meet  all  above. 
And  throng  the  immortal  afiemblies  of  Jove, 
When  join'd  with  the  graces  fair  V^enus  appears, 
Ambrofial  fvveet  odours  perfume  all  the  fphcres ; 
Eut  the  goddefs  of  love,  and  the  graces  and  all, 
Muft  yield  to  the  beauties  I've  feen  at  the  ball ; 
For  Jove  never  felt  fuch  a  joy  at  his  heart. 
Such  a  heat  as  thefe  charming  fweet  creatures  impart. 
In  fbort  —  there  is  fomcthing  in  very  fine  women. 
When  they  meet  all  together — that's  quite  overcoming. 

Then  fay,   O  ye  nymphs  that  inhabit  the  fliades 
Q^ P'lndus^  fweet  banks,  Heliconian  maids, 

Ccleftiai 


(    93    ) 

CeleJlial  Mufes,  ye  powers  divine, 

O  fay,  for  your  memory's  better  than  mine. 
What  troops  of  fair  virgins  afTembled  around. 
What  fquadrons  of  heroes  for  dancing  renov/n'd. 
Were  rouz'd  by  the  fiddle's  harmonious  found. 
What  goddcfs  fliall  firfl  be  the  theme  of  my  fong,  -v 
Whofe  name  the  clear  Avon  may  murmur  along,  > 
And  echo  repeat  all  the  vallies  among  !  -^ 

Lady  Tettaton's  filler,  mifs  Fubby  Fatarmix, 
Was  the  firft  that  prefented  her  perfon  fo  charming. 
Than  whom  more  engaging,  more  beautiful  none, 
A  goddefs  herfelf  among  goddefies  fhone. 
Excepting  the  lovely  mifs  Towzer  alone. 
'Tis  (he  that  has  long  been  the  toaft  of  the  town, 
Tho'  all,  the  v/orld  knows  her  complexion  is  brown  : 


If 


1 


(     94     ) 

If  fome  people  think  that  her  mouth  be  too  wide, 
Mils  TowzER  has  numberlefs  beauties  bcfide  ; 
A  countenance  noble,  with  fwect  pouting  lips, 
And  a  delicate  fhape,  from  her  waill  to  her  hips  5 
Befides  a  prodigious  rough  black  head  of  hair. 
That  is  frizzled  and  curl'd  o'er  her  neck  that  is  bare 
Fve  feen  the  fvveet  creature  but  once,  I  confefs. 
But  her  air.  and  her  manner,  and  pleafmgaddrefs. 
All  made  me  feel  fomething  I  ne'er  can  exprefs. 


•■1 


But  lo  ■   on  a  fudden  what  multitudes  pour 
From  Ciunhria?:  mountains,  from  Indian  fhore  ; 
Bright  maidens,   bright  widow?,  and  fortunate  fvvains^ 
Who  cultivate  Lu-fy's  fwtct  borders  and  plains. 


And 


(    95    ) 

And  they  who  their  flocks  in  fair  Albion  feed. 

Rich  flocks  and  richherds,  (fothegodshavedecreed)    ^ 

Since  they  quitted  the  pleafanter  banks  of  the  Tweed.  ^ 

Yet  here  no  confufion,  no  tumult  is  known. 

Fair  order  and  beauty  eflablifa  their  throne  ; 

For  order,  and  beauty,  and  jufl:  regulation. 

Support  all  the  works  of  this  ample  creation. 

For  this,  in  compainon  to  mortals  below,  -^ 

The  gods,  their  peculiar  favour  to  fiiew,  J> 

Sent  Hermes  to  Bath  in  the  fliape  of  a  Be  au  :  J 

That  grandfon  of  Atlas  came  down  from  above 

To  blefs  all  the  regions  of  pleafure  and  love  ; 

To  lead  the  fair  nymph  thro'  the  various  maze, 

Bright  beauty  to  marflial,  his  glory  and  praife  ; 

To  govern,  improve,  and  adorn  the  gay  fcene, 

By  the  graces  infl:rui£led,  and  Cyprian  queen  : 

As 


{     96     ) 

As  when  in  a  gardeil  delightful  and  gay, 

WherepLorvA  is  wont  all  her  charms  todifplay^ 

The  Tweet  hyacinthus  with  pleafure  we  view 

Contend  with  narciilus  in  delicate  hue, 

The  crard'ner  induflrious  trims  out  his  border 

Puts  each  odoriferous  plant  in  it's  order  ; 

The  myrtle  he  ranges,  the  rofe  and  thelilly. 

With  iris  and  crocus,  and  dafTa-down-dilly  ; 

Siueet  peas  <xndfivret  oranges  all  he  difpofes 

At  once  to  regale  both  your  eyes  and  your  nofes  : 

Long  reign'd  the  great  Nash,  this  omnipotent  lord^ 

Refpecicd  by  youth,  2.rA  by  parents  ador'd  j 

For  him  not  enough  at  a  ball  to  prefide, 

111'  unwary  and  bc^.utiful  nymph  would  he  guide  j 

Oft  tell  her  a  tale,  how  the  credulous  maid 

By  man,  by  perfidious  man,  is  betray'd  ; 

Tauc'ht 


(    97     ) 

Taught  chanty's  hand  to  relieve  the  diflreft. 

While  tears  have  his  tender  coinpailion  expreft: 

But  alas!  he  Is  gone,  and  the  city  can  tell 

How  in  years  and  in  glory  lamented  he  fell  ; 

Him  mourn'd  all  the  Dryads  on  Claverton's  mount  j 

Him  Avon  deplor'd,  him  the  Nymph  of  the  Fount, 

The  crydalUne   ftreams. 

Then  perifli  his  pidlure,  his  flatue  decay, 

A  tribute  more  lafting  the  Mufes  fliall  pay. 

If  true  what  philofophers  all  w^ill  alTure  us. 

Who  diflcntfrom  the  do6lrine  of  great  Epicurus, 

That  the  fplrit's  immortal :  as  poets  allow. 

If  life's  occupations  are  follow'd  below : 

In  reward  of  his  labours,  his  virtue  and  painSj 

He  Is  footing  it  now  In  th'  Elyfian  plains, 

H  Indulg'd 


(    98    ) 

Indulg'dj  as  a  token  of  Proserpine's  favour, 
To  prefide  at  her  balls  in  a  cream-colour'd  beaver  : 
Then  peace  to  his  aflies  —  our  grief  be  fuppreft, 
Since  we  find  fuch  a  phoenix  has  fprung  from  his  neft  ; 
Kind  heaven  has  fent  us  another  profefTor, 
Who  follows  the  fleps  of  his  great  predeceflbr. 

But  hark,  now  they  ftrike  the  melodious  firing, 

The  valted  roof  echoes,  the  manfions  all  ring  ; 

At  the  found  of  the  hautboy,  thebafs  and  the  fiddle, 

Sir  Boreas  Blubber  fteps  forth  in  the  middle. 

Like  a  holy-hock,  noble,  majeftic,  and  tall. 

Sir  Boreas  Blubber  firft  opens  the  ball ; 

Sir  Boreas,  great  in  the  minuet  known. 

Since  the  day  that  for  dancing  his  talents  were  jQiewn 

Where  the  fcience  is  pra61is'd  by  gentlemen  grown. 

For 


(    99     ) 

For  In  ev^ery  fcience,  in  ev'ry  profeifion. 

We  make  the  beft  progrefs  at  years  of  difcretion. 

How  he  puts  on  his  hat  with  a  fmile  on  his  face. 

And  delivers  his  hand  with  an  cxquifite  grace; 

How  genteely  he  ofFcrs  Mifs  Carrot  before  us, 

Mifs  Carrot  Fitz-Oozer,  a  niece  of  lord  Porus  ; 

How  nimbly  he  paces,  how  adive  and  light ! 

One  never  can  judge  of  a  man  at  firft  fight ; 

But  as  near  as  I  guefs  from  the  fize  of  his  calf. 

He  may  weigh  about  twenty-three  flone  and  a  half. 

Now  why  fliould  I  mention  a  hundred  or  morcj 

Who  went  the  fame  circle  as  others  before. 

To  a  tune  that  they  play'd  us  a  hundred  times  o'er  ? 

See  little  Bob  Jercm,  old  Chrysostom's  fon. 

With  a  chitterlin  fhirt,  and  a  buckle  of  flone  ; 

What  a  cropt  head  of  hair  the  your.rr  parfon  has  on  ! 

H  2  Emerged 


(    Joo    ) 
EmergM  from  his  grizzle,  th*  unfortunate  fprig 
Seems  as  if  he  was  hunting  all  night  for  his  wig; 
Not  perfectly  pleas'd  with  the  coat  on  his  back, 
Tho'  the  coat's  a  good  coat,  but  alas,  it  is  black  ! 
With  envious  eyes  he  is  doom'd  to  behold 
The  captain's  red  fuit  that's  embroider'd  with  gold  f 
How  feldom  mankind  is  content  with  their  lot! 
Bob  Jerom  two  very  good  livings  has  got ; 
Yet  flill  he  accufes  his  parents  deceas'd, 
For  making  a  man  of  fjch  fpirit  a  prieft. 
Not  fo  mafter  MAR:^IozETj  fv^'cet  little  boy, 
Mrs.  Danglecub's  hopes,  her  delight  and  her  joy  : 
His  pigeon-wing'd  head  was  not  drefl  quite  fo  foon, 
For  it  took  up  a  barber  the  whole  afternoon  ; 
His  jacket's  well-lac'd,  and  the  ladies  protell 
Mailer  Marmozet  dances  as  v/ell  as  the  beft: 

Yet 


(     >ci    ) 

Ifct  fome  think  the  boy  would  be  better  at  fchool ; 
But  I  hear  Mrs.  Danglecub's  not  fuch  a  fool 
To  fend  a  poor  thing  with  a  fpirit  fo  meek, 
To  be  flogg'd  by  a  tyrant  for  Latin  and  Greek  ; 
For  why  fiiould  a  child  of  diillniSlion  and  fafliion 
Lay  a  heap  of  fuch  fiily  nonfcnfical  trafli  in  ? 
She  wonders  that  parents  to  Eton  fhould  fend 
Five  hundred  great  boobies  their  manners  to  mend. 
When  the  madcr  that  left  it  (tho'  no  one  objeds 
7'o  his  care  of  the  boys  in  all  other  rcfpedts) 
Was  extrcpr.aly  remifs  for  a  fenfiblc  m.an, 
\n  never  contriving  fome  elegant  plan 
For  improving  their  perfons,  and  fnevv'ing  them  how 
To  hold  up  their  heads,  and  to  make  a  good  bow. 
When  they've  got  fuch  a  charm.ing  long  room  for  a  ball, 
Where  the  fcholars  might  pradife,  and  makers  and  all : 
H  \  But, 


(       102       ) 

But,  what  is  much  worfe,  what  no  parents  would  chufe. 

He  burnt  all  their  ruffles,  and  cut  ofF  their  queues  ; 

So  he  quitted  the  fchool  with  the  utmoft  difgrace, 

And  juft  fuch  another's  come  into  his  place. 

She  fays  that  her  (on  will  his  fortune  advance, 

B}'  learning  fo  early  to  fiddle  and  dance ; 

So  fhe  brings  him  vo  Bi:th,  v/hich  1  think  is  quite  right, 

For  they  do  nothing  elfe  here  from  morning  till  night  : 

And  this  is  a  lefTon  all  parents  fiiould  know, 

To  train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he  fliould  go  : 

For  as  Solomon  fays,  you  may  fafely  uphold, 

Mc  ne'er  will  depart  from  the  flime  when  he's  old. 

No  doubt  fne's  a  woman  of  fine  underflanding, 

Her  air  and  her  prefence  there's  fom.ething  fo  grand  in  ; 

So  wife  and  difcreet;  and  to  give  her  her  due. 

Dear  mother,  fne's  jufl  fuch  a  wcmian  as  you. 

But 


(     103    ) 

But  who  is  that  bombazine  laJy  (o  gay, 

So  profufe  of  her  beauties,  in  fable  array  ? 

How fhe  refts  on  her  heel,  howlhe  turns  cut  her  toe,    -v 

Howfhe  pulls  down  her  ftays,  with  her  head  uptofliew  >> 

Fler  lilly-white  bofom  that  rivals  the  fnow  ?  J 

'Tis  the  widow  Quicklackit,  whofe  hufband,  lafl^ 

week. 
Poor  Stephen,  went  fuddenly  forth  in  a  pique, 
And  pufli'd  off  his  I'oat  for  the  Stygian  creek  ; 
Poor  Stephen  I  he  never  return'd  from  the  bourn. 
But  left  the  difconfolate  widow  to  mourn  : 
Three  times  did  fhe  faint,  when  flie  heard  of  the  news; 
Six  days  did  Hie  weep,  and  all  comfort  rcfufe  ; 


But 


(    '104    ) 
But  Stephen,  no  forrovv,  no  tears  can  rccal  I — 
So  fhc  hallows  the  feventh,  and  comes  to  the  ball. 

For  mufic,  fweet  mufic,  has  charms  to  controul. 

And  tune  up  each  paffion  that  ruffles  the  foul  ! 

What  things  have  I  read,  and  what  florles  been  told 

Of  feats  that  were  done  by  muficians  of  old  ! 

I've  heard  a  whole  city  was  built  from  the  ground 

By  magical  numbers,  and  mufical  found  ; 

And  here  it  can  build  a  good  houfe  in  the  fquare, 

Orralfe  up  a  church  v/herc  the  godly  repair. 

I  fav/,  t'other  day,  \n  ?i  thing  caWd  a?:  cde^ 

As  it  lay  in  a  fnug  little  houfe  on  the  road, 

Kow  Saul  was  reftor'd,  tho'  his  forrowwas  fiiarp. 

When  David,  the  BethkmiiCj  play'd  on  the  harp  : 


'as 


(     los    ) 

'Twas  mufic  that  brought  a  man's  wife  from  Old  Nick -^ 
And  at  Balh  has  the  pov/'r  to  recover  the  fick  : 
Thus  a  lady  ivas  cm\l  f  ether  day — But  'tis  time 
To  feal  up  my  letter,  and  finifii  my  rhyme. 

Bath,  1766.  S B — n — r — d. 


LET- 


(     io6     ) 


LETTER      XII. 


Mr.  S B— N — R — D,  to  Lady  B— -n— r — d, 

at  Hall,  North. 


A  Modern  Head-Dress,  with  a  little  Polite 
Conversation. 


VV  Hat  bafe  and  unjuft  accufations  we  find 
Arlfe  from  the  malice  and  fplcen  of  mankind  ! 
One  would  hope,  my  dear  mother,  that  fcandal  would 

fparc 
The  tender,  the  help'efs,  and  delicate  fair ; 


Eut 


(     '07     ) 

But  alas  !  the  fweet  creatures  all  find  It  the  cafe, 

That  Bath  is  a  very  cenforlous  place. 

Would  you  think  that  a  perfon  I  met  fince  I  came, 

(I  hope  you'll  excufe  my  concealing  his  name) 

A  fplenetic  ill-natur'ti  fellow,  before 

A  room  full  of  very  good  company,  fwore. 

That,  in  fpite  of  appearance,  'tvv^as  very  v/cU  knovv'n, 

Their  hair  and  their  faces  were  none  of  their  own  : 

And  thus  without  wit,  or  the  leaft  provocation, 

Began  an  impertinent  formal  oration : 

"  Shall  nature  thus  lavifh  her  beauties  in  vain 

"  For  art  and  nonfenfical  fLifliicn  to  fialn  ? 

"  The  fair  Jeze]ip.lla  what  art  can  adorn, 

''  Whofe  cheeks  are  like  rofcs  that  blufli  in  the  morn  r 

"  As  bright  were  her  locks  as  in  heaven  arc  fecn, 

''•  Picfuited  for  flars  by  th'  E^jpiian  queen  j 

«  But 


(     «o8    ) 

*'  But  alas !  the  fvvcet  nymph  they  no  longer  muft  deck, 
"  No  more  fliall  they  flow  o'er  her  ivory  neck  ; 
*'  Thofc  trefles  which  Venus  might  take  as  a  favour, 
*'  Fall  a  viclim  at  once  to  an  outlandifh  fhaver; 
*«  Her  head  has  he  robb'd  with  as  little  reinorfe 
"  As  a  fox-hunter  crops  both  his  dogs  and  his  horfe: 
*'  A  wretch  that,  fo  far  from  repenting  his  theft, 
**  Makes  a  boafl  of  tormenting  the  little  that's  left : 
*'  And  firft  at  her  porcupine  head  he  begins 
"  To  fumble  and  poke  with  his  irons  and  pins, 
*'  Then  fires  all  his  crackers  with  horrid  grimace, 
"  And  puffs  his  vile  Roc(7mLoI  hve^iih  in  her  face, 
*'  Difcharging  a  fieain  that  ths  devil  would  choak, 
*'  From  paper,  pomatum,  from  pov,^'der,  and  fmoke. 
''  The  patient  fubmits,  and  with  due  refignation 
^'  Prepares  for  her  fate  in  the  next  operation. 

"  When 


1 


I 


{     IC9     ) 

^'  When  lo  !  on  a  fuclden,  a  monder  appears, 
''*  A  horrible  monfler,  to  cover  her  ears  ; 
"  What  fign  of  the  zodiac  is  it  he  bears  ? 
"  Is  it  Taurus'' s  tail^  or  tlie  tcte  cb  moutcii^ 
*'   Or  the  heard  of  the  goat  that  he  dares  to  put  on  ? 
"  'Tis  a  wig  en  vcrgcitCy  that  from  Paris  was  brought, 
*'  line  icte  c:?mnc  ilfaut.  that  the  varlet  has  bou'^ht 
"  Of  a  beggar,  whofe  head  he  has  £iY:i\'^  for  a  groat : 
"  Now  fix'd  to  her  head,  does  he  frizzle  and  dab  it ; 
"  Herforetop's  no  more  —  'tis  the  ^.^m  of  a  rabbit  — 
"  'Tis  a  muff— 'tis  a  thing  that  by  all  is  ccnfeft 
<'  Is  in  colour  and  fliape  like  a  chafinch's  ned. 

"  O  ceafc,  ye  fair  virgins,  fuch  pains  to  employ, 
*'  The  beauties  of  nature  Vv^ith  paint  to  defiroy  j 


htz 


(     no     ) 

*'  See  Venus  lament,  fee  the  loves  and  the  graces, 
**  How  they  pine  at  the  injury  done  to  your  faces  ! 
*'  Ye  have  eyes,  lips,  and  nofe,  but  your  heads  are  no 

"  more 
*«  Than  a  doll's  that  is  plac'd  at  a  milliner's  door."  — 

I'mafham'd  to  repeat  what  he  faid  in  the  fequel, 

Afperfions  fo  cruel  as  nothing  can  equal  ! 

I  declare  I  am  fhock'd  fuch  a  fellow  fiiould  vex, 

And  fprcad  all  thefe  lies  of  the  innocent  fex, 

For  whom,   while  I  live,  I  will  make  proteftatlon 

I've  the  highefl:  efleem  and  profound  veneration  j 

I  never  (o  ftrange  an  opinion  will  harbour, 

That  they  buy  all  the  hair  they  have  got  of  a  barber  : 

Nor  ever  believe  that  fuch  beautiful  creatures 

Can  have  any  delight  in  abufing  their  features  : 

One 


{  III  ) 

One  thing  tho'  I  wonder  at  much,  I  confcH-;,  is 
Th'  appearance  they  make  in  their  difrcrcnt  drciTes, 
For  indeed  they  look  very  much  like  apparitions 
When  they  come  in  the  morning  to  hear  the  niuficians, 
And  feme  I  am  apt  to  miilake,  at  fird:  fight, 
For  the  mothers  ofthofel  have  fcen  ovcr-ni^ht: 
It  fnocks  me  to  fje  them  look  paler  than  nflies. 
And  as  dead  in  the  eye  as  the  bufto  of  Nash  is. 
Who  the  evening  before  were  fo  blooming  and  plump: 
- — I'm  gricv'd  to  the  heart  when  I  go  to  the  pump  : 
For  I  take  evVy  morning  a  fup  at  the  water, 
Juil  to  hear  what  is  paiTing,  and  fee  v.-hat  thev're  a'tcr; 
For  I'm  told  the  difcourfes  of  perfons  rcfin'd 
Are  better  than  books  for  improving  the  mind  ; 
But  a  great  deal  of  judgment's  required  in  the  Ikimmlng 
The  polite  converfation  of  fenfible  women. 

For 


(  '12  ) 

For  they  come  to  the  pump,  as  before  I  was  fayin-^. 

And  talk  all  at  once  while  the  mufic  is  playing  ! 

"  Your  fervant  mifs  Fitchet,"  '«  Good  morning, 

*'  mifsSTOTEj" 
''  My  dear  laJy  RigcledUm,  how  is  your  throat; 
"  Your  ladyfhip  knows  that  I  fcnt  you  a  fcrawl,      -* 
"  Lad  night  to  attend  at  your  ladyfhip's  call,  > 

"  But  I  hear  that  your  ladyiliip  went  to  the  ball."     ^ 
''  — Oh   Fitchet  —  don't  afl:  me  —  crood  heavens 

''  preferve  — 
"  I  wifa  there  was  no  fuch  a  thing  as  a  nerve  : 
"  Half  dead  all  the  night,  I  protefi  and  declare —     ^ 
"  ]\Iy  dear  little  Fitchet,  who  drclTes  your  hair  r —  > 
''  You'll  come  to  the  rocm^,  al!  the  Vv'orld  will  be  there. 


Sir 


(    i'3    ) 

Sir  Tory  Mac'Negus  is  o-oino-  to  fettle 

Id         o 

Histea-drinkingnightwithSirPHiLipO'KETTLE.'^ 
I  hear  that  they  both  have  appointed  the  fame ; 
The  majority  think  that  Sir  Philip's  to  blame; 
I  hope  they  won't  quarrel,  they're  boih  in  a  flame  : 
Sir  Toby  Mac'Negus  much  fpirit  has  got. 
And  Sir  Philip  O'Kettle  is  apt  to  be  hot."— ^ 
Have  you  read  the  Bath  Guide^  that  ridiculous  poem; 
What  a  fcurrilous  author !  does  nobody  know  him  ?" 
Young  Billy  Penwaggle,  and  SiMius  Chatter, 
Declare  'tis  an  ill-natur'd  half-v/itted  fatire  ?" 
You  know  I'm  engag'd,  my  dear  creature,  with  you. 
And  Mrs.  Pamtickle,  this  morning  at  loo; 
Poor  thing  !  tho'  fhe  hobbled  laft  night  to  the  ball. 
To-day  fhe's  fo  lame  that  (he  hardly  can  crawl  -, 

I  «  Major 


(     114     ) 

*'  MajorLiGNUM  has  trod  on  the  firH;  joint  of  her  toe  — 

"  That  thing  they  play'd  laft  v/as  a  charming  concerto; 

*'  I  don't  recollecL  I  have  heard  it  before  : 

"   The  minuet's  good,  but  the  jig  I  adore; 

*'  Pray  fpeak  to  Sir  Toby  to  cry  out  encore.''^ 

Dear  mother  I  think  this  is  excellent  ^\xn  ; 

But  if  all  I  mufl  write,  I  iliould  never  have  done, 

So  myfelf  I  fubfcribe  your  moft  dutiful  fon. 

Bath,  1766.      ^  S B— n — r — d. 


LET- 


(    lis   ) 

LETTER      XIII. 

Mr.  S B— N— -R— D  to  Lady  B— n— r—d, 

at  Hall,  North. 

A    Public     Breakfast. 

Motives  for  the  fame — A  lift  of  the  company. — A 
tender  fccne. — An  unfortunate  incident. 

W  Hat  ble/Tings  attend, my  d:ar  mother,  all  thofe 
Who  to  crouds  of  admirers  their  perfons  expofe  ! 
Do  the  gods  fuch  a  noble  ambition  infpirc ; 
Or  gods  do  we  make  of  each  ardent  defii  e  ? 
O  generous  pafTion  !  'tis  yours  to  afford 
The  fplendid  aflembly,  the  plentiful  board  j 

I  2  To 


(     ii6     ) 

To  thee  do  I  owe  fuch  a  breakfaft  this  morn. 

As  I  ne'er  faw  before,  fincc  the  hour  I  was  hprn ; 

'Twas  you  made  my  lord  Raggamuffenn  come  here, 

Who  they  fay  has  been  lately  created  a  peer ; 

And  to-day,with  extreme  complaifance  and  refpect,  afk'd 

All  the  people  of  Bath  to  a  general  breakfaft. 

You've  heard  of  my  lady  Bunbutter,  no  doubt. 

How  fhe  loves  an  ajfembly^  fandango^  or  rout  j 

No  lady  in  London  is  half  fo  expert 

At  a  fnug  private  party,  her  friends  to  divert ; 

But  they  fay,  that  of  late,  {he's  grown  fick  of  the  town. 

And  often  to  Bath  condefcends  to  come  down  : 

Her  ladyfhip's  favourite  houfe  is  the  Bear  ; 

Her  chariot,  and  fervants,  and  horfes  are  there  : 


My 


(     117    ) 

My  lady  declares  that  retiring  is  good  ; 

As  all  with  a  feparate  maintenance  ftiould  ; 
For  when  you  have  put  out  the  conjugal  fire, 
'Tis  time  for  all  fenfible  folk  to  retire  ; 
If  Hymen  no  longer  his  fingers  will  fcorch, 
Littfe  Cupid  for  others  can  whip  in  his  torch, 
So  pert  is  he  grown,  fince  the  cuftom  began. 
To  be  married  and  parted  as  quick  as  you  can. 

Now  my  lord  had  the  honour  of  coming  down  poft, 

To  pay  his  refpecfis  to  fo  famous  a  toaft  ; 

In  hopes  he  her  ladyfhip's  favour  might  win. 

By  playing  the  part  of  a  hoft  at  an  inn»  J 

I'm  fure  he's  a  perfon  of  great  refolution,         '''  [ 

Tho'  delicate  nerves,  and  a  weak  conftitution  ; 

I  3  For 


^\ 


(     ii8    ) 

For  he  carried  us  all  to  a  place  crofs  the  river, 
And  vov/d  that  the  rooms  were  too  hot  for  his  liver  ; 
He  faid  it  would  greatly  our  plcafure  promote. 
If  we  all  for  Sp-ring- gardens  fet  out  in  a  boat ; 
I  never  as  yet  could  his  reafon  explain, 
TVhy  v/e  all  fallied  forth  in  the  wind  and  the  rain  ? 
For  fu:  e  fuch  confafion  was  never  yet  known  j 
Kere  a  cap  and  a  hat,  there  a  cardinal  blown  : 
While  his  lordinip,  embroider'd,  and  powder'd  all  o'er. 
Was  bov/ing,  and  handing  the  ladies  afhore  : 
How  the  mifies  did  huddle,  and  fcuddle,  and  run; 
One  would  think  to  be  wet  muft  be  very  good  fun  : 
For  by  waggling  their  tails,  they  all  feem'd  to  take  pains 
To  moiflen  their  pinions  like  ducks  when  It  rains  ; 
And  'tvv«as  pretty  to  fee  how,  like  birds  of  a  feather. 
The  people  of  quality  flock'd  all  together  ; 

All 


( 


(     119     ) 

All  prefiing,  addreffing,  careffing,  and  tond, 

Juft  the  fame  as  thofe  animals  are  in  a  pond  : 
You've  read  all  their  names  in  the  news,  I  fuppofe, 
But,  for  fear  you  have  not,  take  the  lift  as  it  goes  : 

There  was  lady  Greasewister, 

And  madam  Van-Twister 

Her  ladyfliip's  fifter. 

Lord  Cram,  and  lord  V^ulter, 

Sir  Brandish  O'Culter, 

With  Marfhal  Carouzer, 

And  old  lady  Mowzer, 
And  the  gxQ.2,t  Hanoverian  baron  Pansmowzer  ; 
Befides  many  others  ;  who  all  in  the  rain  went, 
On  purpofe  to  honour  this  grand  entertainment : 


The 


(       J20       ) 

The  company  made  a  moft  brilliant  appearance. 
And  ate  bread  and  butter  with  great  perfeverance  ; 
All  the  chocolate  too,  that  my  lord  fet  before  'em 
The  ladies  difpatch'd  with  the  utmofl:  decorum. 
Soft  mufical  numbers  were  heard  all  around, 
The  horns  and  the  clarions  echoing  found  : 
Sweet  were  the  drains,  as  od'rous  gales  that  blow' 
O'er  fragrant  banks,  where  pinks  and  rofes  grow. 
The  peer  was  quite  ravifh'd,  while  clofe  to  his  fide 
Sat  lady  Bunbutter,  in  beautiful  pride  ! 
Oft  turning  his  eyes,  he  with  rapture  furvey'd 
All  the  powerful  charms  fhe  fo  nobly  difplay'd. 
As  when  at  the  feaft  of  the  great  Alexander 
Timotheus,  the  mufical  fon  of  Thersander., 
Breath'd  heavenly  meafures  ^ 


The 


(        121       ) 

The  prince  was  in  pain, 

And   could  not    contain. 
While  Thais  was  fitting  befidehiin; 

But,  before  all  his  peers 

Was  for  ihaking  the  fpheres. 
Such  goods  the  kind  gods  did  provide  him. 

Grew  bolder  and  bolder. 

And  cock'd  up  his  flioulder. 
Like  the  fon  of  great  Jupiter  Ammon, 

Till  at  length,  quite  oppreft. 

He  funk  on  her  bread. 
And  lay  there  as  dead  as  a  falmon. 
O  had  I  a  voice  that  was  ftronger  than  fteel. 
With  twice  fifty  tongues  to  exprcfs  what  I  kdy 


And 


(       122      ) 

And  as  many  good  mouths,  yet  I  never  could  utter 
All  the  fpeeches  my  lord  made  to  lady  Bunbutter  ! 
So  polite  all  the  time,  that  he  ne'er  touch'd  a  bit. 
While  file  ate  up  his  rolls  and  applauded  his  v/it  ; 
For  they  tell  me  that  men  of  true  tajle,  when  they  treat. 
Should  talk  a  great  deal,  but  they  never  iliould  eat : 
And  if  that  be  the  fafnion,  I  never  will  give 
Any  grand  entertainment  as  long  as  I  live: 
For  Tm  of  opinion,  'tis  proper  to  chcar 
The  fiomach  and  bowels,  as  well  as  the  ear. 
Nor  me  did  the  charming-  concerto  of  Aeel 

o 

Regale  like  the  breakfaft  I  faw  on  the  table  ; 
I  freely  will  ov/n  I  the  mufEns  preferr'd 
To  all  the  genteel  converfation  I  heard  3 

E'en 


■    1 

OREEN,         > 

:hine.  -^ 


(     123     ) 

E'en  tho'  Vd  the  honour  of  fitting  between 

My  lady  Stuff-damask,  and  Peggy  Mor: 

Who  both  fiew  to  Baib  in  the  London  machi] 

Cries  PeggVj  "  This  place  is  enchantingly  pretty ; 

"  We  never  can  fee  fuch  a  thing  in  the  city  : 

"  You  may  fpend  all  your  life-time  in  Catcaton  flrect, 

"  And  never  fo  civil  a  gentleman  meet ; 

'«  You   may  talk   what  you   pleafc  ;  you  may  fearch 

"  London  through  \ 
*'  You  may  go  to  Carlifies^   and  to  Almanacs  too ; 
"   And  I'll  give  you  my  head  if  you  find  fuch  a  hod, 
"  For  coffee,  tea,  chocolate,  butter,  and  toafi:  : 
*'  How  he  welcom.es  at  once  all  the  world  and  his  wife, 
''  And  how  civil  to  folk  he  ne'er  faw  in  his  life  I" — 
**  Thefe  horns,  cries  my  lady,  fo  tickle  one's  car, 
*'  Lard  !  what  would  I  give  that  Sir  Simon  was  here  ! 

"  To 


(     124     ) 

''  To  the  noxt  public  breakfafl  Sir  Simon  fhall  go-^ 
*■*  For  I  find  here  are  folks  one  may  venture  to  know  : 
^  Sir  Simon  would  gladly  his  lordftiip  attend, 
**  And  my  lord  would  be  pleas'd  with  fo  chearful  a 
"  friend." 

So  when  we  had  wafted  more  bread  at  a  breakfaft 
Than  the  poor  of  our  parifli  have  ate  for  this  week  pafty 
I  faw,  all  at  once,  a  prodigious  great  throng 
Come  bulling,  and  ruftling,  andjoftling  along: 
For  his  lordfhip  was  pleas'd  that  the  company  now 
To  my  lady  BuNBUTTER  fhould  curt'fey  and  bow  : 
And  my  lady  was  pleas'd  too,  and  feem'd  vaftly  proud; 
At  once  to  receive  all  the  thanks  of  a  crowd  : 
And  when,  like  Chaldeans^  we  all  had  ador'd 
This  beautiful  image  fet  up  by  my  lord. 

Some 


(       125       ) 

Some  few  infigniiicant  folk  went  away, 
Juft  to  follow  th'  employments  and  calls  of  the  day  • 
But  thofe  who  knew  better  their  time  how  to  fpencj 
The  fiddling  and  dancing  all  chofe  to  attend. 
Mifs  Clunch  and  Sir  Toby  perform'd  a  Cotillon^ 
Juft  the  fame  as  our  Susan  and  Bob  the  poftilion  ; 
All  the  while  her  mamma  was  exprefling  her  joy, 
That  her  daughter  the  morning  fo  v/ell  could  employ; 

— Now  why  fhould  the  mufe,  my  dear  mother,  relate 

The  misfortunes  that  fall  to  the  lot  of  the  rrrcat  ! 

As  homeward  we  came  —  'tis  with  forrow  you'll  hear 

What  a  dreadful  difafter  attended  the  peer  : 

For  whether  fome  envious  god  had  decreed 

That  a  Naid  fliould  long  to  ennoble  her  breed  \ 


Of 
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Or  whether  his  lorcllhip  was  charm'd  to  behold 
His  face  in  the  rtream,   like  Narcissus  of  old  ; 
In  handing  old  lady  Eumfidget  and  daughter. 
This  cbfcquiouslord  tumbled  into  the  water  ; 
But  a  nymph  of  the  flood  brought  him  fafe  to  the  boat, 
And  I  left  all  the  ladies  a'cleaning  his  coat. — 

Thus  the  fead  was  concluded,  as  far  as  I  hear. 
To  the  ureat  fatisfaclion  of  all  that  were  there. 
O  may  he  give  breakfafts  as  long  as  he  flays, 
For  I  ne'er  ate  a  better  in  all  my  born  days. 
In  hade,  I  conclude,  occ.  &c.  5:c. 

Bath,  1766.  S—  B—n— r— d. 


LET- 
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LETTER      XIV. 


Mifs  Prudence,     B — r — d    to   Lady  Eliz. 
M — D--SS,  at  CalUe,  North. 


Mlfs  Prudence  B — n — r — d  informs  Lady 
Betty,  that  flie  has  been  cledcd  to  Metho- 
dism by  a  Vision. 


XlEarken,  lady  Betty,  hearken. 

To   the  dlfmal   news  I    tclj  ; 
How  your  friends  are  a^l  embarking 

For  the  fiery  guJph  of  hell. 

Brother 


(     128     ) 

Brother  Simkin's  grown  a  rakehell. 
Cards  and  dances  evVy  day; 

Jenny  laughs  at  tabernacle. 
Tabby  Runt  is  gone  aflray. 

BlefTed  I,  tho'  once  rejected. 
Like  a  little  wand'ring  fheep-; 

Who  this  morning  was  eleded 
By  a  vifion  in  my  fleep  : 

For  I  dream'd  an. apparition 

Came,  like  Roger,  from  above; 

Saying,  by  divine  commi/fion, 
I  muft  fill  you  full  of  love. 


M 
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Juft  with  Roger's  head  of  hair  on, 
Roger's  mouth,  and  pious  fmile  ; 

Sweet,  nicthinksj  as  beard  of  Aaron, 
Dropping  down  with  holy  oil. 

I  began  to  fall   a  Ificking, 

Panted,  ftrugglcd,  ftrove  in  vain  j 

When  the  fyirit  whipt  fo  quick  in, 
I  was  curM  of  all  my  pain. 

Firft  I  thought  it  was  the  night-mare 
Lay  fo  heavy  on  my  breaft  ; 

But  I  found  new  joy  and  light  there. 
When  with  heav'nly  love  pofTeft* 


Kl  Come 


(     130    ) 

Come  again,  then,  apparition, 
Finifh  what  thou  haft  begun  ; 

Roger,  ftay,  thou  foul's  phyfician, 
I  with  thee  my  race  will  run. 

Faith  her  chariot  has  appointed,     " 
Now  we're  ftretching  for  the  goal  ; 

All  the  wheels  with  grace  anointed, 
Up  to  heav'n  to  drive  my  foul. 


The  editor,  for  many  reafons,  begs  to  be  excufed  giving  the 
public  the  lequel  of  this  young  lady's  letter  j  but  if  the  reader  will 
pleafe  to  look  into  the  blihop  of  Exeter's  book,  entitled,  Theen- 
thufiafm  of  methodifts  and  papifts  compared,  he  will  find  many 
indances  (particularly  of  young  people)  wlio  have  been  elected 
in  the  manner  above. 


LET- 


(     ^3^     ) 


LETTER       XV 


Mr.  S B — N— R — D  to  Lady  B — n — r — d, 

an  Hall,  North. 


Serious  Reflections  of  Mr.  B — n — r — d.  Hii 
Bill  of  Expekces  — The  Distresses  of  the 
Family. — A  Farewel  to  Bath. 


XX  Las,  my  dear  mother,  our  evil  and  good 
By  few  is  didinguilli'd,  by  few  underflood  ! 
How  oft  are  we  docm'd  to  repent  at  the  end, 
The  events  that  our  pleafanieR-  prorpe<51:ii  attend  ; 


K  2 
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As  Solon  declai'd,  in  the  laft  fcene  alone, 

All  the  joys  of  our  life,  all  our  forrov/s  are  known. 

When  firft  I  came  hither  for  vapours  anJ  wind 

To  cure  all  diftempers,  and  ftudy  mankind. 

How  little  I  dream'd  of  the  tempeft  behind  ! 

I  never  once  thouj!;ht  what  a  furious  blaft. 

What  ftorms  of  diflrefs,  would  o'erwhelm  me  at  laft. 

How  wretched  am  I  !  what  a  line  declamation 

Might  be  made  on  the  fubject  of  my  fituation  ! 

Fm  a  fable!  — an  inflance!  — and  fervc  to  difpenfe 

An  example  to  ail  men  of  fpirit  and  fenfe  ; 

To  all  men  of  fafhion,  and  all  men  of  wealth, 

Who  come  to  this  place  to  recover  their  health  : 

For  my  means  are  fo  fmall,  and  my  bills  are  fo  large, 

I  ne'er  can  come  home  till  vou  fend  a  difcharge. 


Let 


(    ^33    } 

Let  the  Mufe  fpeak  the  caufe,  if  a  Mufe  yet  remain 
To  fupply  me  with  rhimes,  and  exprefs  all  my  pain. 

Paid  bells,  and  muficians. 

Drugs,  nurfe,  and  phyficians, 
Balls,  rafSes,  fubfcriptions,  and  chairs  ; 

Wigs,  gowns,  fkins  and  trimming, 

Good  books  for  the  women. 
Plays,  concerts,  tea,  negus,  and  prayers. 

Paid  the  following  fchemes, 

Of  all  who  it   feems 
Make  charity  bufinefs  their  care  :  • 

A   gamefler   decay'd. 

And  a  prudifL  old  maid  : 
By  gaiety  brought  to  defpair  : 

K   3  A  fidler 


(    13^    ) 

A   fidler  of  note, 

Who,  for  lace  on  his  coat. 
To  his  taylor  was  much  in  arrears  : 

An  author  of  merit, 

Who  v/rpte  with  fuch  fpirit 
The  pillory  took  ofl'his  cars. 

A  fum,  my  dear  mother,  far  heavier  yet, 
Captain  Cormorant  won  when  I  learn'u  lanfquenet ; 
Two  hundred  I  paid  him,  and  five  am  in  debt. 
For  the  five  I  had  nothii"g  to  do  but  to  write. 
For  the  captain  was  very  well  bred,  and  pclitc. 
And  took,  as  he  faw  my  cxpcnccs  were  great, 
Mv  bond,  to  be  paid  on  the  Cicdpcle  eftatc  5 


Aiid 
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And  afks  nothing  more,  while  the  money  is  lent. 

Than  intereft  paid  him  at  twenty  per  cent. 

But  I'm  fnock'd  to  relate^what  diftrefles  befal 

Mifs  JENNY,  my  iifler,  and  Tabby  and  all  : 

Mifs  Jenny,  poor  thing,  from  this  Bath  expedition. 

Was  in  hopes  very  foon  to  have  chang'd  her  condition  j 

But  rumour  has  brought  certain  things  to  her  ear. 

Which  I  ne'er  will  believe,  yet  am  forrow  to  hear, 

"  That  the  captain,  her  lover,  her  dear  Romeo, 

Was  banlfli'd  the  army,  a  great  v.'hile  ago  : 

That  his  friends  and  his  foes  he  alike  can  betray. 

And  picks  up  a  fcandalous  living  by  play." 

But  if  e'er  I  could  think  that  the  captain  had  cheated, 

Or  my  dear  coufm  Jenny  unworthily  treated. 

By  all  that  is  facred  I  fwear,  for  his  pains 

I'd  cudgel  him  firfl,  and  then  blow  out  his  brains. 

For 


(      '36    ) 

For  the  man  I  abhor  like  the  devil,  clear  mother. 
Who  oiiG.  thing  conceals,  and  profefles  another. 

O  how  fhall  we  know  the  right  way  to  purfue  !  — 
Do  the  ills  of  mankind  from  religion  accrue  !  — 
Religion,  defign'd  to  relieve  all  our  care, 
Has  brought  my  poor  fifter  to  grief  and  defpair  : 
Now  fhe  talks  of  damnation,  and  fcrews  up  her  face  j 
Then  prates  about  Roger,  and  fpiritual  grace  : 
Her  fenfes,  alas !   feem  at  once  gone  aftray  ~ 
No  pen  can  dcfcribe  it,  no  letter  convey. 

But  the  man  without  Jin,  that  Moravian  Rabbi, 

Has  perfectly  cur'd  the  chlorofis  of  Taeey  ; 

And,  if  right  I  can  judge,  from  her  fhape  and  her  face. 

She  foon  may  produce  him  an  infant  of  grace. 

Now 


(     »37     ) 

Now  they  fay  that  all  people,  In  our  fituation. 
Are  very  fine  fubje^ls  for  regeneration  5 
But  I  think,  my  dear  mother,  the  beft  wc  cm  do. 
Is  to  pack  up  our  all,  and  return  back  to  you. 

Farewell  then,  yc  ftrcams, 

Ye  poetical  themes  ! 
Sweet  fountains  for  curing, the  fpleeni 

I'm  griev'd  to  the  heart. 

Without  cafh  to  depart. 
And  quit  this  adorable  fccne  : 

Where  gaming  and  grace 
Each   other  embrace. 


Dii3ipation 


(     138    ) 

Diffipation  and   piety   meet: 

May  all  who've  a  notion 
Of  cards  or  devotion. 


Make  Bath  their  delightful  retreat. 


Bath,  1766.  S B— n— r — d. 


EPL 


EPILOGUE 
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SECOND     EDITION. 


CONTAINING, 

Criticisms,  and  the  Guide's  Conversation  with 
three  Ladies  of  piety,    learning,   and  difcretion. 

A  Letter  to  Mifs  Jenny  W — d— R  at  Bath,  from 
Lady  Eliz.  M — d — ss,  her  friend  in  the  country; 
a  young  lady  of  neither  fafhion,  tade,  nor  fpirit. 

The  Conversation  continued. — Their  Ladyship* 
Receipt  for  a  Novel. — The  Ghost  of  Mr.  Quin. 
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EPILOGUE; 


Criticisms,  and  tVieGuiDE's  Conversation  with 
three  Ladies  of  Piety,  Learning,  and  Difcretion. 


A  Here  are,  who  complain  that  my  verfe  is  fevere. 
And  what  is  much  worfe  —  that  my  book  is  too  dear 
The  ladies  protcft  that  I  keep  no  decorum. 
In  fetting  fuch  patterns  of  foliy  before  'em  : 
St)me  cannot  conceive  what  the  Guide  is  about, 
With  names  fo  unmeanin;^  to  make  fuch  a  rout : 


Lady 
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Lady  Dorothy  Scrawl  would  engage  to  befpeak 

A  hundred  fuch  things  to  be  made  in  a  week  : 

Madam  Shuffled'JMDOO,  more  provoking  than  that, 

Has  fold  your  poor  Gui:h  for  tv/o  flGi  and  a  mat ; 

A  fweet  medium  paper,   a  book  of  fine  fize. 

And  a  print  that  I  hop'd  would  have  fuitcd  her  eyes. 

Another  good  lady  of  delicate  tafle. 

Cries,   "  Fie!   Mr.  Eookfcller,   bring  me  fome  paf!:e  j 

*'  I'll  clcfe  up  this  leaf,  or  my  daughter  will  fkim 

"   The  cream  of  that  vile  methodillical  hymn," 

Then  fiuck  me  down  fall  —  fo  urint  was  my  page 
To  meet  the  chaflc  eyes  of  this  virtuous  ai;e  I  — 

Guide.]  O  fp:.re  mc,  good  madam  !  it  goes  to  niy  heart. 
With  my  fvvcet  method iuical  letter  to  part. 

Away 


(     M3    ) 

Away  with  your  paHe  !   'tis  exceedingly  hard. 
Thus  to  torture  and  cramp  an  unfortunate  bard  : 
Flow  iny  rvlufe  v/iil  be  ihock'd,  when  (he's  jufi:  taking 

flight. 
To  End  that  her  pinions  are  fliflen'd  Co  tight  ! 


Fi/JI  Lady.]  Why  you  know,  beyond  rcafonandA 
decency  too,  | 

Beyond  all  refpedt  to  religion  that's  due. 
Your  dirty  fatirical  work  you  purfue. 
I  very  well  know  whom  you  meant  to  affront 
In  the  pictures  of  Prudence,  andTAsixHA  Runt. — 


Guide.]  Indeed,  my  good  ladies,  religion  and  virtue 
Are  things  that  I  never  defign'd  any  hurt  to. 


All 


(     M4     ) 

All  poets  and  painters,  as  Horace  agrees, 
Alav  copy  from  nature  what  figures  they  pleafe  5 
Kor  blame  the  poor  poet,  or  painter,  if  you 
In  verfe  or  on  canvas  your  likenefs  fhould  view  : 
I  hope  you  don't  think  I  would  write  a  lampoon  ? 
V(l  be  hang'd  at  the  foot  ofParnqJus  as  foon 

SeiQ72cI  Lady.]    Prithee    don't  talk    to   me  of  your 

Horace  and  Flaccus, 
When  you  come  like  an  impudent  wretch  to  attack  us* 
What's  Parnnjpis  to  you  ?   take  away  but  your  rhime, 
And  the  ftrains  of  the  bellman  are  full  as  fublime. — 

Third  Lady.]    Doft   think  that  fuch   ftufF  as   thou 

writ'll:  upon  Taeby, 
Will  procure  thee  a  bafto  in  Wefimhijlcr-ahhey  ? 

Guide.] 


(     145    ) 

Guide.]  'Tis  true,  on  ParnaJJlts  I  never  did  dreamy 
Nor  e'er  did  I  tafte  of  fweet  Helicons  ftream  : 
My  (hare  of  the  fountain  Til  freely  refign 
To  thofe  who  are  better  belov'd  by  the  Nine  : 
Give  buflo's  to  poets  of  higher  renown, 
I  ne'er  was  ambitious  in  marble  to  frown  : 
Give  hiurels  to  thofe,  from  the  God  of  the  lyre 
Who  catch  the  bright  fpark  of  ethereal  fire  j 
Who,  ficiird  evVy  pafllon  at  will  to  impart. 
Can  play  round  the  head  while  they  (leal  to  the  heart  j 
Who,  taught  by  A? olLo  to  guide  the  bold  flced, 
Know  when  to  give  force,  when  to  temper  his  fpeed : 
My  nerves  all  forfake  me,  my  voice  he  difdains, 
\¥hen  he  rattles  his  pinions,  no  more  hears  the  reins, 

L  But 


C    146    } 

But  thro'  the  bright  ether  fabll:nc!y  he  goes, 

Nor  earth,  air,  or  ocean,  or  mountains  oppofe. — 

For  me,  'tis  enough  that  my  toil  I  purfue. 

Like  the  bee  drinking  fvvcets  that  exhale  from  the  dew  j 

Content  if  Melpomene  joins  to  my  lay 

One  tender  foft  flrain  of  melodious  Gray  ; 

Thrice  happy  in  your  approbation  alone, 

If  the  following:  ode  for  my  hymn  can  atone. 


ET 


(     147     ) 


A        LETTER, 


I 
To  Mifs    Jenny    W — d — r,     at    Bath  ^ 


From  Lady  Eliz.  M — D — S3,  her  friend  in  the 
country  -,  a  young  Lady  of  neither  Fafliion, 
Tafle,  nor  Spirit. 


V/FT'   I've  invok'd  th'  Aoni?.n  quire. 

And  Phoebus  oft'  in  vain. 
Like  thee,  my  friend,  to  tune  my  lyre. 

Like  thee  to  raife  my  flrain  : 

L  2  And 


{     '48     ) 

And  when,  of  late,  I  fought  their  aid 

The  fiovv'ry  bank  befide, 
Methought,  along  the  filent  glade 

I  heard  a  voice,  that  cry'd, 

Miflaken  maid  !  why  idly  wafte 
Your  hours  in  fruitlefs  toil  ? 

You  ne'er  the  hallow'd  brook  can  tafte. 
Or  tread  poetic  foil. 

For  fince  your  friend  purfues  the  path 
Wherv;  wit  and  pleafure  reigns, 

With  her  has  Eed  each  Mufe  to  Bath, 
From  thefc  ncgledled  plains. 


There 


(     149     ) 

There  many  a  bard's  infpir'd  with  fong. 

With  epigram,  and  ode  5 
And  oney  the  meaneft  of  the  throng, 

Takes  fatire's  thorny  road* 

For  him  Bath's  injur'd  genius  now 
The  hemlock  juice  prepares. 

And  deadly  nightfhade  o'er  his  brow 
For  laurel  wreaths  he  wears. 

Him,  like  the  Tbraclan  bard,  (hall  curfe 
Each  nymph,  each  angry  damej 

Tho'  far  inferior  be  his  verfe. 
His  haplefs  fate  the  fame. 


L  3  Torn 
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Torn  be  the  wretch,  whofe  impious  firkins 

Profan'd  their  beauty's  pride. 
No  Mufe  to  crather  his  remains 

That  flow  down  Avcns  tide; 

Eut  him  {hall  many  a  drone  purfuc 
That  hums  around  the  flream  ^ 

Him  frantic  priefts,  an  infe^l  crew. 
That  taint  Light's  heay'niV  bcaui. 

I'hen,  left  his  deftiny  you  ihare, 
Rafh  nymph,  thy  ftrains  give  o'er  ! 

Be  warn'd  by  me  ^  of  rhyme  beware  ! « 

—The  voi'je  was  heard  no  more. 


Yet 
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Yet  tho'  I  cQ?Se  my  artlefs  lay. 
Nor  longer  court  the  Nine, 
This  faithful  tribute  will  I  pay 
'    At  friendfliip*s  facred  fiirinc. 

Here  will  I  offer  inccrife  fvvcet, 

Here  light  the  hallovv'd  iires  ; 
And  oh  !   with  kind  acceptance  meet 

What  true  regard  infpires. 

Nor  let  my  friendly  vcrfe  oiTend 

*  That  poor  deluded  maiJ, 
WhoCe  faith  I  ne'er  can  comprehend, 

Ov ^race  in  dreams  convey'd. 

*   Mifb   pRUDiiNCE    Bl — XD— RM— D, 


Ma^ 


(      >52     ) 

May  no  fuch  grace  my  thoughts  employ. 

Nor  I  with  envy  view 
Thofe  fcenes  of  diflipated  joy, 

Sq  well  defcribed  by  you. 

Think  not  a  parent's  harfli  decrees 
From  me  thofe  fcenes  withhold  ; 

His  foft  requefl  can  ne'er  difpleafe. 
Who  ne'er  my  joys  controFd. 

Eut  pining  years  opprefl  with  grief 

My  tender  care  demand  j 
The  bed  of  ficknefs  afks  relief 

From  my  fupporting  hand. 


Well 


(    153    ) 

Well  do  I  know  how  forrow  preys. 

E'er  fince  the  hour  that  gave 
The  partner  of  his  happier  days 


To  fcek  the  filent  grave. 


In  that  fad  hour,  my  lips  fhe  preft, 

Bedew'd  with  many  a  tear ; 
And  "  Take,  fhe  cry'd,   this  laft  bequeft, 

^'  A  dying  mother*s  pray'r, 

''   O  let  the  maxims  I  convey 

*'  Sink  deep  into  thy  breafL  : 
"  When  I  no  more  diredl:  thy  way 

"  Retir'd  to  endlefs  reft, 


«  Look 


(     15+    ) 

*'  Look  on  thy  aged  father's  woe  ! 

*'  'Tis  thine  to  footh  his  pain  : 
«  With  Grace  like  this,  religion  {hew, 

"  And  thus  her  caufe  maintain. 

"  Nor  is't  enough  that  Grace  difplays, 
"  Or  P'aith  her  light  divine  ; 

*'  In  all  thy  works,  in  all  thy  v/avLS 
"  Let  heav'nly  ViRTUE  fliine  : 

*'  Oh  !  may  the  fountain  of  all  truth 
"  Each  Perfect  Gift  impart, 

^'  With  Innocence  protccl:  thy  youth, 
"  With  Hope  funport  thy  heart. 


bo 


(     155    ) 

<'  So  ma) 'ft  thou  learn  thyielf  to  know, 

*'  Of  all  extremes  beware, 
"  Nor  find  in  age  thy  cup  o'erfiow 

«'  With  fliame,  remorfe,  and  care: 

'«  Then  fliall  no  madmen  Light  reveal, 

"  No  viilonary  prieft, 
''  With  falfliood,  ignorance,  and  zeal, 

"  Torment  thy  peaceful  breail: : 

"  I'hen  diall  no  fears  thy  foul  uillrcfs, 
"  Religion's  doubts  flinll  ceafe, 

<*  Tier  ways  are  ways  of  plcafantncfs, 
''  And  ail  her  paths  are  peace.'' — 


Such 


{     ^56    ) 

Such  were  the  truths  ere  loft  in  death 

Her  parting  voice  conveyed  ; 
Such  may  I  keep  till  lateft  breath. 

Thou  dear  lamented  fhade  !— 

What  tho'  no  Mufe  will  deign,  my  friend. 

My  homely  joys  to  tell  j 
Tho'  Fashion  ne'er  will  condefcend 

To  feek  this  humble  cell  I 

Yet  freedom,  peace,  and  mind  ferenc. 

Which  modifh  life  difdains, 
(Perpetual  fweets !)  enrich  the  fcene 

Where  confcious  virtue  reigns  ; 


Bleft 


(    157    ) 

Bleft  fcenes !   fuch  unrepented  joys. 
Such  true  delights  ye  give. 

Remote  from  fafhion,  vice,  and  noife. 
Contented  let  me  live. 


Eliz.  Modeless. 


The 


(     IS3    ) 


The  Conversation   continued The  Ladies 

Receipt  for  a  Novel. The  Ghost    of  Mr. 

QyiN. 


Guide.]  iSI  Owl  hope  that  this  letter  from  young 

Lady  Betty 
Will  be  reckon'J  exceedingly  decent  and  pretty  ; 
That  you,  my  good  ladies,  who  ne'er  could  endure 
A  hymn  fo  ineffably  'vUe  and  bnptrrc^ 
My  indelicate  Mufe  v/ill  no  longer  beivail. 
Since  a  fweet  little  moral  is  pinn'd  to  her  tail  : 
L^  not,  as  fo  kindly  I'm  tutor'd  by  you, 
Pary  tell  a  poor  poet  v.'hat's  proper  to  do. 


Plr.^. 


(     "59     ) 

Firjl  Lady.]  Why  if  thoa  muil  write,    thou  had'H 

bettqr  compofe 
Some  novels^  or  elegant  letters  in  profe. 
Take  a  fubje6l  that's  grave,  v.'ith  a  nioral  that's  z^o^^ 
Throw  in  all  the  temptations  that  virtue  withftoc  I 
In  epiftles,  like  Pamela's,  challe  and  devout  — 
A  bock  that  wy  family  s  never  zvithout, — 

iStv^z/^LADY.]  O:   pray  let  vour  hero  be  handfoPTe 

and  young 
TaRe^  wit,  and  fine  fentlinent  flow  frorri  his  toneue, 
Flis  delicate  ree]ino;s  be  fure  to  improve 
With  pai^ion,  with  tender  fcft  rapture  and  love. 
« 

Third 


(     i6o    ) 

Th;rdLAT>r.]  Add  fome  incidents  too  which  I  like 

above  meafure,  I 

Such  as  thofe  which  Tve  heard  a.Te  efteem'd  as  a  treafure  | 
In  a  book  that's  entitrd — The  wo7nan  of  pleafure,         J 
Mix  well,  and  you'll  find  'twill  a  novel  produce 
Fit  for  modeft  young  ladies  —  fo  keep  it  for  ufe. 

Guide.]  Damnation  —  [afide.)  Well,  ladles,  ?il  do 

what  I  can 
And  ye'll  bind  it,    I  hope,  with  your  Duty  of  Man, 
Guide  mutter s,'\    Take   a  fuhje5i  that's  grave ^  with  a -^ 

moral  that''s  good  I  j 

Thus  mufing,  I  v/anderM  in  fplentic  mood  j 

Where  the  languid  old  Cam  rolls  his  willowy  Hood.  ^ 

When 


(     i6i    ) 

When  lo  !  beneath  the  poplar's  glimm'ring  fliadc. 
Along  the  ftream  where  trembling  oziers  play'd, 
What  time  the  bat  low  flitting  fkims  the  ground, 
When  beetles  buz,  v/hen  gnats  are  felt  around, 
And  hoarfer  frogs  their  amorous  dcfcant  found. 
Sweet  fcenes  !  that  heav'nly  contemplation  give 
And  oft  in  mufical  dcfcription  live  ! 
When  now  the  moon's  rcfulf^ent  rays  bco-in 

O  JO 

O'er  twilight  groves  to  fprcad  their  mantle  thin, 

Sudden  arofe  the  awful  form  of  Qtjin. 

A  form  that  bigger  than  the  life  appear'd, 

And  head  like  Patngonian  hiVo  rcar'd  ; 

Aghaft  I  flood  ! — when  lo  !  with  mild  command. 

And  looks  of  courtefy,  he  wav'd  his  hand  ; 

Me  to  th'embow'ring  grove's  dark  pith  ccnvcy'd. 

And  thus  began  the  venerable  {lir.dc. 

M  «'  Fort! 


(     »62     ) 

'  Forth  from  Elysium's  blefi:  abodes  I  come, 

'  Regions  of  joy,  where  fate  has  fix'd  my  doom  ; 

«  Look  on  my  face  —  I  will  remember  thine  ; 

'  Thou  kncw'ft  me  too,  when  er'fl:  in  life's  decline 

'  At  Bath  I  dwelt  —  there  late  rcpos'd  mine  age, 

'  And  unrcpining  left  this  mortal  Oage: 

'  Yet  do  thofe  fccncs,  once  confcious  of  delight, 

•  Rejoice  my  focial  ghofl !   there  oft'  by  night. 
'  I  hold  my  way  : 

'   And  from  the  mullet,  and  the  favoury  jole, 

•  Catch  fragrant  fumes,  thatftill  regale  mv  foul  ! 

'  Sweet  Bathy  which  thou-  tliefc  dreary  bank?  along 
'  Oft  mak'il  the  fubjcci  of  thv  v;avvvard  fon:-  " — 

Guide.]  O  fpare  me,  blefl  iplrit • 

Gho.st.] 


(    i63    ) 

Ghost.]  Quit  thy  vain  fears  ;  I  come  not  to  accufe 

The  motley  labours  of  thy  mirthful  Mufe  j 

For  well  I  ween,  if  rightly  underftood, 

Thy  themes  are  pleafant,  and  thy  moral  good. 

Oft  have  I  read  the  laughter-moving  phrafe 

And  fplayfoot  meafures  of  thy  Simkin's  lays, 

Nor  ought  indecent  or  ohfcene  I  find 

That  virtue  wounds,  or  taints  the  virgin's  mind  : 

Beware  of  that  —  O!  why  fliould  I  defcribe 

What  ills  await  the  C2!m\?l  firibltng  ijibe  ? 

Firft  fee  that  mob  who  72ove!s  leivd  difpenfe. 

The  bane  of  virtue,  modefty,  and  fenfe  : 

Next  that  infernal  crew,  detra<51:ors  bafe. 

Who  pen  lampoons )  true  fatire's  foul  difgrace  ; 

M  2  Nor 


(     i64     ) 

Nor  lefs  the  punifhment  in  realms  below 

For  thofe,  who  praife  un77ierited  beftow, 

Thofe  pimps  in  icience,  who,  with  dulnefs  bold, 

The  facred  Mufes  proftitute  for  gold  : 

Thofe  too  whom  zeal  to  pious  wrath  inclines, 

Pedantic^  proudy  polemical  divines  : 

Bad  critics  hik^  whom  Rhadamanth  fevere 

Chaflifes  firft,  then  condefcends  to  hear  : 

All,  all  in  fiery  Phlegethon  muft  (lay, 

'Till  gall,  and  ink,   2nd  dirt,  of  fcribling  day, 

In  purifying  fiames  are  purg'd  away. — 

Guide.]  O  trud  mc,  blefr  fpirlt,  T  ne'er  would  offend 
One  innocent  virgin,  one  virtuous  friend: 


From 


1 


(    j65    ) 

From  nature  alone  are  my  characters  drawn. 
From  liiile  Bob  Jehom  to  bifliops  in  lawn  : 
Sir  Boreas  Blubber,  and  fuch  ftupid  faces, 
Are  at  Londony  at  Bath^  and  at  all  public  places  ; 
And  if  to  Neivniarket  I  chance  to  repair, 
T/j  odds  but  I  fee  Captain  Cormorant  there  : 
But  he  who  his  cafli  on  phyficians  bellows. 
Meets  a  tight  little  cioP.or  wherever  he  goes. 

Ghost.]  'Tis  true,  fuch  infers  as  thy  talc  has  fl:iewn 

Breathe  not  the  atmofphere  o^  Bath  alone, 

Tho'  there,  in  gaiety's  meridian  ray, 

Do  fools,  like  flies,  their  gaudy  wings  difplay  ; 

Awhile  they  fiUttcr,  but,  their  fur.fliine  paft, 

Their  fate,  like  Simkin,  they  lament  at  hifl:. 

M  3  Wolfe 


(     166     ) 

AN'oife  ills  fucceed ;  oft'  fuperftition*s  gloom 
Sheds  baneful  influence  o'er  their  youthful  bloom.— 
Such  heav'n  avert  from  fair  Britannia's  plains. 
To  realms  where  bigotry  and  flavery  reigns  ! 
No  more  of  that. — But  fay,  thou  timorous  bard. 
Claim  not  the  Wines  of  Bath  thyjufi:  regard  ? 
Where  oft*,  I  ween,  the  brewer's  cauldron  flows 
W^ith  elder's  mawkifli  juice,  and  puckering  floes, 
Cyder  and  hot  geneva  they  combine^ 
Then  call  the  fatal  compolltion  Wine. 
By  Cerberus  I  fwear,  not  thofe  vile  crews 
Who  vend  their  pois'nous  med'cines  by  the  news, 
For  means  of  death,  air,  earth,  and  feas  explore, 
Have  fent  fuch  numbers  to  the  Stygian  {here  : 


Shun 


C     '57     ) 

Shun  thou  fuch  bafe  potations  j  oft'  I've  thought 

My  fpan  was  fliortned  by  the  noxlons  draught. — • 
But  foft,  my  friend  —  is  this  the  roil,  the  clime. 
That  teaches  Granta's  tuneful  fons  to  rhime  f 
On  me  unfavoury  vapours  feem  to  fix 
Worfe  than  Cocytus  or  the  pools  of  Styx  ; 
Infpir'd  by  fogs  of  this  flow-winding  Cam, 

O  fay,  does prefume  thy  flrains  to  damn  ? 

Heed  not  that  mifcreant's  tongue  :  purfue  thy  ways, 
Regardlefs  of  his  cenfure,  and  his  praife. — 

GuiDF..]  But  ifany  old  lady, Icnight,  prieft  orphyfician, 
Should  condemn  me  for  printing  a  fecond  edition. 
If  good  madam  Sq^jintum,  my  work  fhould  abufe. 
May  I  venture  to  give  her  a  fmack  of  my  Mufe  ? 

Ghost.] 


(     "68    ) 

Ghost.]  By  all  manner  of  means  :  if  thou  find'ft.,^ 

that  the  cafe 
Tho'  file  cant,   whine,  and  pray,    never   mind  her  )- 

grimace, 
Take  the  mafk  fiom  her  d-mn'd  hypocritical  face  — 


Guide.]  Come  on  then,  ye  Mufes,  I'll  laugh  dovv-n 

my  day, 
In  fpight  of  them  all,  will  I  carol  my  lay  ; 
But  perifh  my  voice,  and  untun'd  be  my  lyre. 
If  my  verfe  one  indelicate  thought  fhall  infpire  : 
Ye  angels  !  who  watch  o'er  the  {lumbering  fair, 
Protedl  their  fv/eet  dreams,  make  their  virtue  your  care! 
Bear  witnefs  yon  moon,  the  chafte  emprefs  of  night ! 
Yon  ftars  that  diffufe  the  pure  heavenly  light  ! 

How 


(     i69    ) 

How  oft'  have  I  mourn'd  that  fuch  blame  fliould  accrue 
From  one  wicked  letter  of  pious  mifs  Prue  ! 
May  this  lazy  flream,  who  to  Granta  beftows 
Philofophlcal  fiumbers,  and  learned  repofe. 
To  Granta,  fvveetGRANTA,(where,rTudious  of  cafe, 
Seven  years  did  I  Heep,  and  then  loft  my  degrees*) 
May  this  drov/zy  current  (as  oft'  he  is  wont) 
'O'erflow  all  my  hay,  m.ay  my  dogs  never  hunt, 
May.  thofe  ills  to  torment  me,  thofe  curfcs  confpirc 
Which  Co  oft'  plague  and  crufli  an  unfortunate  fquire, 
Some  mnyV  to  cajole  me,  fome  lawyer  to  chowfe. 
For  afevcji  months  feat  in  the  parliament  houfe, 

*  Vide  Unlvei-rity  Regilkr,  ProsSlors  Books,  &c. 

There 


(     170     ) 
There  to  finilh  my  nap,  for  the  good  of  the  nation, 
'Wake  —  frank  —  and  be  thank'd  —  by  the  whole  cor- 
poration : 
Then  a  poor  tenant  come,  when  my  cafh  is  all  fpent, 
With  a  bag  full  o^ tax-bills  to  pay  me  his  lent ; 
And  O  !  may  feme  daemon,  thofe  plagues  to  complete, 
Give  me  tafle  to  improve  an  old  family  feat 
By  lazvnin^  an  hundred  good  acres  of  wheat ; 
Such  ills  be  my  portion,  and  others  much  worfe. 
If  flander  or  calumny  poifon  my  verfe, 
l^  ever  my  well-behav'd  Mufe  fliall  appear 
Indecently  droll^  unpolitely  fevere. 

Good  ladies,  uncenfurM  Bathes  pleafures  purfue. 
May  the  fprings  of  old  Eladud  your  graces  renew ; 

I  never 


(    171    ) 

I  never  fliall  mingle  with  gall  the  pure  flrcam, 

But  make  your  examples  and  virtue  my  theme  : 
Nor  fear,  ye  fweet  virgins,  that  aught  I  fhall  fpcak 
To  call  the  chafte  blufli  o'er  your  innocent  cheek  ; 
O  !  frown  not,  if  haply  your  poet  once  more 
Should  feek  the  delightful  Avo7ilan  flicre. 
Where  oft'  he  the  winter's  dull  fcafon  beguiles. 
Drinks  health,  life,  and  joy,  from  your  heavenly  fmiles. 


To  the  Ghost. 
For  thee,  who,  to  vifit  thefe  regions  of  fplcen. 
Deign 'fl  to  quit  the  fweet  vales  of  perpetual  green, 
Forfake,  happy  {hade,  this  Boeotian  air, 
Fly  hence,  to  Elyfium's  pure  ether  repair, 


1 

R0WE,DRYDEN,and0TW^AY  —  thySHAKESPEARE  I 

is  there  ;  -^ 

There 


(       172      ) 

There  Thomson,  poor  Thomson,  ing:nuoas  bard. 

Shall  equal  thy  friendfliip,  thy  kindncfs  reward. 

Thy  praife  in  mellifluous  numbers  prolong. 

Who  cheriiii'd  his  Mufe,  and  gave  life  to  his  fong. 

And  O  may  thy  genius,  bleft  fpirit,  impart 

To  me  the  fame  virtues  that  glow^'d  in  thy  heart. 

To  me,  v/ith  thy  talents  convivial,  give 

The  art  to  enjoy  the  fhort  time  I  (hall  live  ; 

Give  manly,  give  rational  m.irth  to  my  foul, 

O'er  the  focial  fvveet  joys  of  the  full-flowing  bowl ; 

So  ne'er  may  vile  fcriblers  thy  memory  flain. 

Thy  forcible  wit  m.ay  no  blockheads  profane. 

Thy  faults  be  forgotten,  thy  virtues  remain. 

Farewell ! 


(     373    ) 

Farewell  !  may  the  turf  where  thy  cold  reliques  rcil. 
Bear  herbs,  odoriferous  herbs  o'er  thy  breafl, 
Their  heads  thynuy  znd  fage^  and  pot-?7ia7Joram  wave, 
And  fat  be  the  grander  that  feeds  on  thv  sravc. 


I       N       I 


